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STIR 


D# ications are the only Faſhions in the World that ate 
more diſlik d for being univerſal; and the Reaſon is; 
that they very ſeldom fit the Perſons they were made for; 
but J hope to avoid the common Obloquy in this Addreis, 
by laying aſide the Poet in every thing but the Dramatick. - 
Decorum of ſuiting my Character to the Perſon. 

From the Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another Cha- 
racter in one of my former, People are willing to compli- 
ment my Performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, gene- 
rous, eaiy, fine young Gentleman. My Genius, I muſt * 
confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Deſcription; and my 
Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for unqueſtionable, ſince 
in all theſe happy Accompliſhments, you come ſo near to- 
my darling Character, abating his Inconſtancy. 

What an unſpeakable Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, 
when a happy Underſtanding comes in, to moderate the 
Deſires of the firſt, and to refine upon the Advantages of 
the latter ; when a Gentleman is Maſter of all Pleatures,. 
but a Slave to none; who has travell'd, not for the Curio-- 
ſity of the Sight, but for the Improvement'of the Mind's 
Eye; and who returns full of every thing but himſelf —— 
An Author might ſay a great deal more, but a Friend, Sir, 
nay, an Enemy mult allow you this. | 

I ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obſtacles, your Mode- 
ſty and your Senſe; the firſt as a Cenſor upon the Subject, 
the ſecond as a Critick upon the Style: But 1 am obſtinate 
in my Purpoſe, and will what I ſay van, ba 
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of my Pen; which I may the more boldly undertake, ha- 
ving all the World on my ſide; nay, I have your very ſelf 
| you; for by declining to hear your own Merit, your 
Friends are authoriz'd the more to proclaim it. 
Your Generolity and Eafinefs of” Temper is not only ob- 


vious in your common Affairs and Converſation, but more 


Plainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener 
and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick; from your Affection 


MO forthibdelightful Study, we may deduce the pleaſing Har- 
miony that is apparent in all your Actions; and be aſſur d, 
Bir, that a Perſon muſt be poſſeſs'd of a very divine Soul, 


who is ſo much in love with the Entertainment of Angels. 
From your ee e of Muſick, if there be any 
Poetry here, it hae a Claim, by the Right of Kindred, to 
your Favour and Affection. You were pleas d to honour 
the Repreſentation of this Play with your Appearance at 


ſeveral times, which flatter d my Hopes that there might 


be ſomething in it which your 8 ature might excuſe. 
With the Honour I here intend for my ſelf, Ilikewiſe con- 
Jult the Intereſt of my Nation, by ſhewing a Perſon that is 
O mucha Reputation and Credit to my Country. Beſides, 
all this, I was willing to make a handſom Compliment to 


the Place of my Pupilage; by informing the World that ſo 


fine a Gentleman had the Seeds of his Education inthe ſame 
Vaiverſity, and at the ſame time with, 
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Spur moſt Faithful, and 


moſt humble Servant, 


G. FARA HAR. 
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2 IKE hungry Gueſts, a ſi ring Audience looks 3-. 
Plays areltke Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 

- The Pando ron: The, Table is this Place : 

TheCarvers we: The Prologue i is the Grace. : 
Each Aa, a Courſe; each Scene a di 4 7 Diſh: | 
Th 2 7 re Hill ſen len. 
Satyr Ale Sauce, bigh-ſ ee Har i pand ranghs: 1 
Kind Maſques and Beaux, 2 re Pepper: T4 
Vit is the luine; but tis ſo ſcaree the true, ED 
Poets, like Vintners, balderdaſh and bremn. 
Your ſurlyScenes, where Rant and Bloodſhedjoin, 7 
Are Butchers Meat, a Battle's à Sirluin- * 
Your Scenesof Love, ſoflowing, ſoft and chaſte, 
Are Water-gruel, without _ or Taſte. ue 

B awdy's fat Ven ſon, which tho ſtale; en 

Your Bale love 1 oes, like your damn d F rench, Chas: 
Your Rariry for the Re Gueſt ts gape on. 

Ts your nice er or Italian Capon; 

Oryour French Virgin-Pullet, garniſh'd round. 
And dreſs d with Squce of ſome . Foa hundred Pound. 
An Op' ra, like an Oglio, nicks the Age; 

Farce is the Haſty Pudding of the Stage. 
For when you re ire 775 with indi ifferent Cheer, 5 
You can diſpenſe with ſlender g Ce Fare. 
A Paſtoral's whipt Cream; Stage · M hims Wenn | 
And Tragi-Comech, Half Fiſt and Fleſh. 

But Comedy, That, that W darling Cheer. - 

This Night we hope you ll an Inconſtant bear: . 

Wild Fowl islik'din Play-houleallthe Year. 

Yet ſi 25 515 each 2 betrays a = 2 — 925 2 
And every edit planes bd yGueſt ane 
If ampli you nr do not damn the re 
This Favour dra 'd, Up let the Muſic ite: pi 
Nu re welcome all Nowfallto where you like.” 
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| Dramatis Perſona. 
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Old Mirablejan e ce * an eee Wrcren 
the Peeviſhneſs incident to his Years, and his . 
g towards his Son. ; * 
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Captain Deen an a huet good natur d Fellow; that 
nar Gt. 42367 32 1 
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Petir, Servant te Dugard, afteryrards to wt Siſter, 
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Oriana, a Lady contracted to . abel who wou'd bug 


him e | 


Blbrre, a whimſical 1237 Friend to one b 


Dur. 
— a Woman of Sn | 
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"Enter 8 and his Man Petit i is aaa, Ant 
Dug. Clerah, whatsaClock? n 
Pes. Turn'dot eleven, Sir. 5 
- KJ Dug. No more! we have rid a Nubik g. a 
from Nemours fince two this Morning! Petit, run to RH 
jg s, and beſpakea. Dinner ata n — * 
"Fi ow many will there be of you, > 125 
Let me Br; 3. Mirae} one,. Daretets bro, 
„ "> "UH # el 
— How: now, Sir, at your ol ME 1 * 
| Whenabroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of better 
| Company; but See TTY Paris, pray ne 
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Who's here? Old Mirabel nd wy ler! Mi deareſt She 
5 dl * 15 2 
N Enter Old Mirabel and Oran. es 205 
dnn. My brother Welcome. e 3 


Monſieur Mirablel Im kap vou. 
Old M. Honeſt Mr. D ard, by the Blood of the Mi. 
rabels I'm your moſt al Servant. 

Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin fare, you're brisk 
. — (hg gay, 4 Heath about you, no 22 of Age ” * 
old M. M. Shoes Hand Then they are Quick- Iver fairs, 

Sir, Whilſt I have Golden 8 let — Hairs be Silver 
an they will. Adsbud, Sir, I can dance and ſing, and 

drink. and no, Ican't wench. But Mr. Dugard, no 

News of my Son Bob in all your Travels? 


63 „ 


Dus... our Son's come home, Sir. 
OldM. Come home! Sen us By ibaBBode 
the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what ſay ye? 
Ori. Mr. Mirabel return d, Sir. 
Dag. He s certain come, and you may ſce bim within 
this Hour or twW0Ww. _— 
old u. Swear it, Mr. 8 preſently ſwear it. 
ning, 


ELF, ——ů —— * 
— 
— — 5 


— * 
— us 


— i Aeoick n 
PE + — — 
2 * _ 

ho / 


— 


Dwg. Sir, he came to Town with me this M 

left kim a t the Bagnieurs, being a little diſorder 
, and I ſhall ice him again preſently. 

OldM. What! And he was afham'd to ask Bleffin 


ORIEL 


7 9 A nice Dog Well, and how fares ryoung | 
Dug. Afine Gentleman, Sir. He I be his own Meſs 
-Rnger 


"aq M. A fine Gentleman! But! is the Rogue like pe- 
, Dag. Why yes, Sir; he's very like his Mother, and as 


like youas moſt modern Sons are to their Fathers. 
Old Al. Why, Sir, don t you think that! beg t him Þ 


' Dug. Why yes, Sir Sragmarry'd his Mother, and he | 
Wherits your Eſtate 
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Ori. And pray, Brother, what's become of his honeſt 
Companion, Duretete. | nog He 
Dag. Who, the Captain? The very fame he went a- 
broad; he's the only French-man | ever knew that cou'd 
not change. Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is more oblig'd to 
Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition than for his own : 
for he's more happy in Duretete's Folly than his own Wit. 
In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as Finger and Thum, but 
the firſt Inſtance in the World, I believe, of Oppoſition 
in Friendſhip. - FRE 
Old M. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, think 
e? | : | 8 9 
l Dug. Sir, he has order'd me to beſpeak a Dinner for us 
at Rouſſeaus at a Lewidore a Head. 0 
Old M. A Lewidore a Head! Well ſaid, Bob; by the 
Blood of the Mirabels Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Dugard, 
was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rouſſeas before his 
own natural Father? Eh! Heark'e Oriana, What think 
Jer. now, of a Fellow that can eat and drink ye a whole 
ewidoreat a Sitting ? He muſt be as as Hercules; 
Life and Spirit in abundance. Before Gad I don't wonder 
at theſe Men of Quality, that their own Wives can't ſerve 
em. A Lewidorea Head! tis enough to ſtock the whole 
Nation with Baſtards, tis Faith. Mr. Dugard, I leave you 
with your Siſter. IEA r 
Dug. Well, Siſter, I need not ask you how you do, your 
Looks reſolye me; fair, tall, well ſhap'd; you're almoſt 
grownout of my Remembrance. | | 
Ori, Why, truly Brother, I look pretty well, thank Na- 
ture and my Taylet; I have ſcap'd the Jaundice, Green- 
ſickneſs, and the Small-pox; I eat three Mealsa-Day, and 
very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when I'm down. 
- . Dag. But, Siſter, you remember that upon my going a- 
broad you wou d chuſe this old Gentleman for your Guar- 
dian; he's no more related to our Family than Fyeſtor Fohn, 
and IL have no reaſon to think you miſtruſted my Manage- 
ment of your Fortune: Therefore pray be ſo kind as to 
tell 5 Reſervation the true Cauſe of making 
{ſuch à Choice? ** 1 
Oti. Look e Brother, you were going a rambling, And 
a 2 : £ was. - 
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too, that ſome 
body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mirabel is an 
honeſt Gentleman, was. our Father's Friend, and has a 


Jo. Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company Tlike, ny 1 | 


ſen him for her Guardian as well as I. 
NN Wks Madamoiſelle Biſarre? _ 


Ori. Orbe ſame; we live merrily together, without Scans 


dal or Reproach; we make much of the old Gentleman be- 
tween us, and he takes care of us; we eat what we like, 
go to Bed when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, all the Week 
we dance and ſing, and upon Sundays go firſt to Church, 
and then to the P au Now, 1 9 beſides theſe Mo- 
tives for chuſing this Gentleman for my Guardian, perhaps 
I had ſome private Reaſons. 


Dug. Not ſo private as you imagine, Siſter; j your Love 
to young Mirabe!; no Secret, I can aſſure you, but ſo pub- 
lick that all your Friends are aſham'd on't. 


Oni. O' my Word then, my Friends are very baſhful; 


tho I'm afraid, Sir, that thoſe People are not aſham'd 6. 


nough at their own Crimes, who have ſo many Bluſnes to 
{pare for the Faults of their Neighbours. 

_ Dag. Ay, but Siſter, the Peop e fay —— 

ori. Pſhaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treaſon, and 
profin their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that our 

ing isa Tyrant, and 1727 a Cheat? Look e, Brother, 
their Court of E a Tavern, and their Informer, 
Claret: The think at ey drink, and ſwallow Reputati-- 
ons like 3 a Lady” 8 "Health goes briskly round with. 
the Glaſs, but her Honour is loſt in the Toaſt. 

Dug. Ay, but Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething —— 

Ori. If there be ſomething, Brother, tis none of £4 

1 


oaks ſomething; Marriage is my Thing, and T'il ſti 


. Marriage! Young Mirabel marry! He'll build 
Churches ſooner. Take 45 Siſter, tho your Honour 


ſtood Proof to his home: bred Aſſaults; you muſt keep a 
ſtricter Guard for the future: He has now got the foreign. 


Air and the Italian Softneſs; his Wit's improv'd by Con- 


verſe, his Behaviour finiſh'd by Obſervation, and bis 15 


ſungce confirm d by Sweceſs. Siſter, E can aſſure you, he 
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The May to win him. 5 Y 

has made his Conqueſts; and tis a Plague upon your Sex, 1 
to be the ſooneſt deceiv d by thoſe very Men that you know 4 
have been falſe to others. „o 4 
Ori. Then why will you tell me of his 2 ; for 1 J 
muſt confeſs there is no Title toa Woman's Favour ſo en- 1 
gaging as the repute of a handſome Diſſimulation; there j 
is ſomething of a Pride to ſee a Fellow lie at our-Feet, that F 
has triumph'd over ſo many; and then, I don't know, We 4 
fancy he muſt have ſomething extraordinary about him to F 
pleaſe us, and that we have lomerhing cngaging about us 3 
to ſecure him; ſo we can't be quiet, till we put our ſelves 4 
upon the lay of being both diſappointed. | 1 
Dug. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle __  _ J 
Ori. For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of his 1 
Faults, for if you do Iſhall run mad for him: Say no more, I 
Sir, let me but get him into the Bands of Matrimony, I'll AF 
ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. I'll do his Buſineſs 3 
JJ >. i. 8 4 
Dug. Well, Siſter, I won't pretend to underſtand the A 
Engagements between you and your Lover; I expec, L 
when you have need of my Counſelor Aſſiſtance, you wil! 
let me know more of your Affairs. Mirabel is a Gentle 


man, and as my Honour and Intereſt can reach, you ma 
command me the furtherance of your Happineſs; in the : 
mean time, Siſter, I havea great mind to make youa Pre 
ſent of another humble Servant; a- Fellow that I took up  -7 
at Lyons, who has ſery'd me honeſtly ever ſince. f 
Ori. Then why will you part with him? 
Dag. He has gain d ſo inſufferably on my good Humour, 
that he's grown too familiar; but the Fellow's cunning, 
and may be ſerviceable to you in your Affair with Miradel. 
Here he come. | 
ÿ) p ̃ ̃ ̃ - 2. TR 
Well, Sir, have you been at Rouſſeaus: _ 
Fet. Ves, Sir, and who ſhould 1 find there, but Mr. Mi- 3 
rabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a Tub of +3 
Ice, as two Hen-Pheaſants over a Brood — The would let 


- — 


me ſpeak nothing, for they had din d before 1. A. 


Dmg. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my. Siſtér, L Mall ſtil 


continue kind to you, and if your 70 our =Y 
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6 The Inconflants O 
Diligence upon Tryal, Ell uſe my Intereſt to advance you z 
vou have ſenſe enough to expect Prefirmem, | Hare? She 
rah, here's ten Guineas for thee, get thy ſelf a Drugget 
Suit and a Puff-Wig, and ſo 1 dub thee Gentleman 
Uſher Siſter, I muſt put my ſelf in Repair, you may | 


expect me in the Evening Wait on your Lady home, 
Petix. 5 [Exit Dug, 


Per. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair. | 
EEG | I [Exennt. 
SCENE a Tavern, diſcovering young Mirabel and Duretete 
riſmg from Table, : 
Mir Welcome to Paris once more,my dear Captain, we 
have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plentifully, and let 
it go for once. I lik d every thing but our Women, they 
look d ſo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! "Tis a ſure Sign 
the Army is not paid Give me the plump Venetian, brisk 
and ſanguine, that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, 
and meets my Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon 1 

as the Glafs, and Spirit like the foaming Liquor. | 
Dur. Ah, Mirabel, Italy t you; but for our Wo- 


men here in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn-fall'n Jades, 


a Man may as vvell make a Bed-fellow of a Cane-Chair. 
Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothing but 
Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions; we re fine indeed, ſo are 
our Coach Horſes; Men fay we're Courtiers, Men abuſe 
us; that we are wiſe and politick, non credo Seigneur: That 
our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Parrots, Aſſurance 
and a Memory, ſets them up; There's nothing on 
this ſide the Alps worth my humble Service t ye Ha Ro- 
mala Santa, Italy for my Money, their Cuſtoms, Gardens, 
Buildings, Paintings, Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women! 
the Paradiſe of the World; not peſter d with a parcel of 
preciſe * Fellows, that would debar their Children 
every Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the Senſe of: 
commend me to the Italian Familiarity; Here, Son, there's 
Fifty Crowns, go pay your Whore her Week's allowance. 
Dar. Ay, theſe are your Father's for you, thatunder- 


and the Neceſlities of young Men; not like our _ 
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8 el th 

muddy the Waten, = ſpoil the h 
. But ee — rr ages; 
Mr. A n | 
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2 A 
9 5 eee a — ſhort, a 
8 dl av ru the Country: — the 
A I of 4 a 
ſame Mold with their Cheeſes. . 1 


L e bon hure torgat the E 


" Mir. The Womegof of. nn excellent did they 
ay . — what Nature — 


ur 


Yearsand bring home + ZN as en A great 
4 e dier! K 


0 — — 555 Noh 
Oons, what did m — fickin grew ines 
Univerſity; or vo think that Todd g 22 
Head, ina Nation whoſe Genius lies a in. 

Well, if ever I come to have Children of © my own, hey. 
ſhall have the Education of the Country, they ſhallicarn 
2 carl beth ng ee before they 
2 115093 fi Jt 
Air. Come, come, throwoffthat childiſh Hithou put 
on Aſſurance, there's no avoiding it; ſtand all Hazards, 
thou'rta ſtout luſty Fellow, and | faſt 4 Eſtate, look 
Bluff, hector, you have a good Si | 


— i 
Edon'tlike it, Mi ——_— uſc your 


proton. rg ; 


11 — LOY 1 1! or Sa, e 

d rout; Enes euere. 

oli. M. Where's Bob ? dear Bob?" | 

Mir Your — ing, Sir. * 5 
Ola. M. My B ! Dam ; PRE 
1 — Ez oryomg Src? Myc 

ELD 
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«Mir Not a Far 

li. M. Why then won rent Be ta ee 

" Mir. Sir, I didbutjett Fac. . 
ola. . 
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The Way: Forwin bim. 2 
able tothoſethat don't wantit—Well h d ye lil 
; Airs ©the Gatden of the World, Sirs Rows, alia, 


2 Milan, r 4 Ins finc. -. 


too. 
Dur. lndiffcrent; — very indifferent; R cry 
Fj pon 
Wo 
Mir. Pſha vr, nothing ont; theſeraſcally Gazeteers have 
miſinform'd you. 

Old.M. Mifinform d me! Oons, Sir, were not eber 
ten there? | | 
Mir. Beaten, Sir! Sol" EY E 

Old. M. Why, how wasit, pray, ſweet Sir. 
Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell yo. 
Dur. No. Sir, your Son will tell you. 
Mir. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 
Look on. Your __ er 9gnep ws ey , 


Bod of the fineſt, 1 well reed Fellowsi inthe Uni- 
verie; our Commatiders at the Head of us, all Lace and 


Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball don t believe 
a Man of em but could dance a Charmer, Morbleu.. . 
| Old. M. Dance! verywell, pretty Fellows, Faith% : 
Mir. We caper d u — their very Trenches, and there 
peeping over a r, Olive colour d Gun- - 
powder — as ugly as che Devit. 

Dur. Igad; | tallnerer forget the Looksof e, whil 

I have Breath to fetch. 

Mir. They were fo civitindeed as to welcome us with 

their Cannon; but for the reſt, we found em ſuch unman- 

nerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, tharwe — bo theix 

Company, and ſo we e en danc'd backagain, 7 7" > 
8 M. And did ye all come back? 
22 No, „ us — behind. 


2 
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old M. Why, Bab, why? 7ß?/ e 
Mir. Pſhaw— becauſe they cou ordnet comethar 5%; 
e eee 
| how does your lov e 38 
.A. Ripe, Sir, juſt Ripe; you'll find it better ei 
gin with her than with the Germans, let me tell you = 
And what wou'd you {ay my young Mars, if I hada Ven: 
for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apartment is ready, and 
pray let your Friend be my Gueſt too, you ſhall command 
the Houle between ye, and Ill be as merry as "WEL of 


ae — faid, Father. | 1 140 
Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard toe,” 1 1 
And ſtarve themſelves pamper lamgryHeits ;- 7 
Who, living, ſtint their Sanswhat Youth may cre," | 
And make em revelo'era Father's Grave. A 
The Stock on which I — does ſtill — 

Its Genial Sap into the 07 | 
*The Fruit, he knows, from his — is grown, 
er 3 N air n once his own. 


1 


— - — 
4 — — — — — — 
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Aer u. SC EN E- 04 Mirabet' ' Hon 


| Oriana and Biſarre. 
Bj: A, ND yo youlorve this young Rake, dye? 


By. Ini of ee 25 
Ori. lebe ⁸—à)nꝛ Iron 9d ni, 
Bi. Whats the matter wie? | Bo 18.152 
Ori. Pſhaw! 5 | 
By. Um! — before that any 7. fung 8. Prearing; 
Aattering, rakehelly Fellow, ſhou'd play ſuch Tricks with 
me, I wou'd wear my Teeth to the Stumpe with Lime and 
Chalk.—O, the Devil take all your Caſſandrs's and Cleopa- 
tra s for me. Prithee mind your Airs, Modes and F. 
ons; your Stays, Gowns, and Furbelows. ;Heark'e, my 
If Dear, haveyou got home your Furbelow'd Smocks yet? 
T3 Ori. Pritlice be quiet, * yau know, I ean be 2 
> ; m 


The Way to win him.- Fe, 
when this Mirabel i is out of my Head. 
"af 7 would he were out, or in, or ſome way to 
eaſie I warrant nov, youll play the Fool 
n and ſay you love him; eh 
"Ord. Moſt certainly — can't diſſemble, Biſarre: —— 
beſides, * tis paſt that, we're contracted. 

Biſ. Contracted! alack a-day, poor thing. What, you. 
| have chang d Rings, or broken an old Broad. piece between 
you! Heark e, Chi, han't you broke * 
tween xe? | 

Ori. No, no, I canaffure) you. 

Biſ. Then, what d woos” bo for ? Whit rope i that i in: 
my Power, I wou'd aks: à Fool of any Fellow in France. 
Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a little Coquetting with all 
my Heart! my Buſineiũ ſhou d be to break Gold with. my 
Lover one Hour, and crack my Promiſe the next: he ſnou d 
find me one Day with a Prayer -· book in my Hand, and with 
a Play-book another. "He ou d have my e to buy 
the Wedding-Ring, and the next moment wou d Ilaugh. 
in his Face. 2 2 

Ori. O my Dear, were no greater Tye uporrmy” 
Heart, wha there is upon my Conſcience, I wou d ſoon: 


= throw the Contract out o Doors; but the Miſchief. on'tis,. 


I'am fo fond of 45 that, I'm forc'd to be juſt, and 
the Strength of my ian keeps down the Inclination of 
my Sex. But hers s theold Gentleman, 
Ola M. Where's my Wenches? Where's my two little 
Girls? Eh! Have a care, look to your ſelves, faith, they're 
a coming, the 8 are a coming. Well! whieh of. 
you two will be my Daughter-in-Law now? Biſarre, Bi- 
ſarre, what ſay NY p Mirabel is a pure wild: 
F _— 
- 1 like him the worſe. . | 
IM. Youl Jo. „Honey, you like him the better, in- 

| deed you do: What ſay you, my t other little Filbert ; he! 

on. [ ſuppoſe the rind Wes will chuſe for himſelf, Sir. 

Old M. Why, that's diſcreetly ſaid; and ſo he ſhall. 
Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalure the Ladies. 
Bob, Hear be, you ſhall marry one of the Girls, Sirrau. 

Mir. Sir „mary em both, if you pleaſe. 5 

3 3 Bi 


* 
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| E [Aſide] He'll find that one may ſerve his tun 
ola M. Both! Why, you young Dog, d'ye banter me? 
come, Sir, take your Choice. ——Duretete, you ſhall 
have wo Choice too; but Robin ſhall chuſe firſt. Come, 
Sir, 
Min Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made hisFather's 
Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe—let me ſee. | | 
OM. Well! which d'yelike? | e TREE eee 


WE hich will 5 
Old M. But whic ou m 1 : n 
Mir. Neither. en 
Old u. Neither. Don't make me nowy, Bob; 
ay don't make me angry.— Look e, S. if I don't 
Late at your Wedding to-morrow, I nal be very 20 to 
cry at your Grave. 


Mir. That's a Bull, Father. | 

oM. ABullt Why, how now, ung critefud Sir, did 1 
makethee a Man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a Beaſt? . 
Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, F only meant your Expreſſion. 
Old M. Heark'e, Bob, learn better Manners to your Fa- 
ther before Strangers: I won't be angry this time. But 
Ley. if ever you do t again, you Raſcal, e wht 

ay. xit. 

. Pſhaw, what does the old Fellow mean by mew- 
ing me up here with a couple of green Girls? Come Du- 
retete, will you go? 

Ori. Thope, Mr. Mirabel, you ha'n't forgot — 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n't forgot, | have brought 

ou a thouſand little Italian Curioſities ; I'll aſſure you, Ma- 
am, as far as a hundred Piſtoles wou r I ha'n't for- 
got the leaſt Circumſtance... 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. 

Mir. Odſo, the Relicks, Madam, from Rome. I dare re- 
member now you made a Vow of Chaſtity before my de- 
parture; aVow of Chaſtity, or ſomething like it; was it 
not, Madam? 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. Exit. 

Mir. She was coming füll Mouth upon me with her 
Contract Wou d I might diſpatch t other. | 

Dur. M — £4) dy there, obſerve her, ſhe's 

| wondrous 
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wondrous pretty faith, and ſeinst to have but fewy Words; 
I like her mainly; ſpeak to her, Man, p prithee f to her. 
Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, Fo declares — 
Dur. Madam, don't believe him, 1 dechre nothing 
What the Devil do. you mean, Man? | 
N He ſays, Madam, that you are as Beautiful as an 
f Dow: He tells adamn'd L ye, Madam ; Thy no ſuch thing: 
rh you mad, Mirabel? Why, 1 ſhall drop. down with 
3 
Air. And ſo, Madam, not doubtin but your Ladyſhip 
may like him as well as he does you, ſo think it proper to 
leave you together. Going. Duretete holds him. 
Dur. Hold, hold. Why Mirabel, Friend, ſure you 
won t be ſo barbarous as to leave m6 alone. Prithee — 
to her for your ſelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, 
Erench- man ſhould want Impudence? 8 
ä Vou look mighty demure, Madam. She's _ 
Dur. I wou'd much rather have her umb. 
Mir. The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes ſome 
extraordinary. Fruits from yo our Study, which moves us 


witha Curioſity to enquire the Subjectaf your Ladyſhip's 
Contemplation. Nota Word! & ! 


Dur. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if ſhebe, ſhe's 
mine this R d'ye think a Woman's O 
Silence can be natural 

Biſ But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and which 
proeeed from ſimple Enumeration, are dubitable and pro- 
ceed only upon admittance— ' 


Mir. Hoyty toyty! what a Plague have we here? 
Plato in Petticoats 


Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Man; ſhe talks in my own 
Mother-Tongue.. 
Biſ. Tis expoſs d toinvalidity from. a contradictory i in- 


Nance, looks only upon common Operations, ind, is in» 
finite in its Termination. 


Mir. Rare Pedantry. | | 
Dur. Axioms! Axioms! Selk evident Principles. 
"BY Thea the * where with the Mind is pro-orcupete 


— 


* —— 


< * 
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| —OGentlemen, I M pardon m 

was involv d in a 15 roudl a of fue 
ſhall diſcuſs it meſh. elie being ſatisfy'd that the Sab. 
ject is not agreeable to * Sparks, chat profeis che Vanity 
of the Times. Exit. 

Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear Dure- 
tete? Doſt hear this ſtarch d piece of Auſterity ? | 

Dur. She's mine, Man, ſhe's mine: my own Talent to 
a T. Ill match her in Dialecte, faith. I Was ſeven Years 
at the Univerſity, Man, nurs d up with Barbara, Celarunt, 
Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, Man, that 
'ewas Metaphyſicks made me an Aſs? It was, faith. Had 
me talk d a word of Singing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or 

che like, I had founder d at the firſt Step; r — 
Mirabel, with me Joy. 

© Mir. Tou don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur. No, no, Iam a Man of more Honour. | 

Mir. Bravely refolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this frozen Snow wilden Conqueſt above. 
the Alps. 

Dur. But will ye promiſe to be always near me: ? 
Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. | 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ice me in two Moments make. 
an InduQtion from my Love to her Hand, from her Hand 
to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, and ſo conclude 
in her Bed, Categorematice. 

Mir. Now the Game s, and my Fool is enter: d. 
But here comes one to ſpoil my Sport; now ſhall I be tiez d 
to death with this old faſhion d Contract. I ſhou d love ber 
too; if I might do it my own way, but ſhe'll do nothing 
without Witneſſes forſooth: 1 wonder how Women can 
be ſo immodeſt. th 


itation ;.. 


Enter Oriana. 
Well, Madam, why d' ye follow me? 
Ori. Well, Sir, why do you ſnun me * 0 
Mir. Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm natura ly May 
by Inclination. £ 
Ori. Have you forgot our Contract, Sir. 
Mir. All I remember of that Contract is, that it was PP 


ſome 


gation 
Air Süper Madam, t 
are no tye upon the Conſcience; I was a slaveto my F 
See but my n of 
Freedom makes the Contract void. 7 
Ori. Sir, you can't make that a Compi non which was 
your own Choice; beſides; Sir, a Subje to your on 
Heſires has not the Virtue of 2 forcible Coming: Au 
you will find, Sir, that to plead your Paſſion from the Kill 
ing of a Man will hardly r au eee 
the Puniſhment 
Mir. And 10 Madam, yau.make theSinof. Mirther 
and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, becauſe that 
N and Matrimony are ſo much alike. 10 
ES me is, Soong theſe Expreſſions [ expect 
5 Railery of your Humour, hope fot ver 7 
different Sentiments from your blonourand Generality-. 
Mir. Leck'e, Madzrn, be far my Generaſity, ö 
3 Heart: Fil keep you a | 
Horſes, if; , on! rem fn mee 
to my ſelf; 2 I can aſſure you, Madam, that — 
call d Honour is a Circumſtance abſolutely 
natural Correſpondence between mae. ene 
a Mad- man that lays it out, c — 
any ſuch trivial Occaſions. There's 
by our Friends, and Honour due to aur Enemies, and 
e but I never heard of a Man that l 
is. Honour in a Woman's keeping, chat 
eou d never get the leaſt account on't. 
ou have noſuch thing among ye, and tis a main Point. 
Policy to keep no. Faith with Reprobates — thou art a 
Fes lictle Reprabate, and ſo get thee about. thy; Buſty 
Neis. 
Ori. Welt, Sir, even all this I wil allow-to the. gayety of 
your * ; yo our W _ imgrartdyour Phd of 


= - — Or, 


"Talking, bt hey axe notof Force, Ihope;t6 imple yo 
8. 
Air. Morales! Why there tis agam no) 8 
Child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for Morals in any Buli- 
neſs between you and I-Don't you know that of all Com- 
res in che World there is no ſuch Coxenagt and Doecit 
— — Man and Woman; we ſtudy ul 
dur Lives how' to put Tricks upon one another 
What is your Buſineſs now, from the time you throw - 
way your Artificial Babjes; but how to get Natural Ones 
with the moſt Advantage: No Fowler lays abroad mote 
Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than you do 
R 1. ou ſit three or four 
| —— 2 only with a villanous 
r =_ a Fool before Night. 
g . our ſtudy d Airs and 
many Baits and Devices to delude Men 
Sietfor? werd ye Weep for hardye Pray forr why 
r? ye W ? W y for? W 
fora Husband: That at is, you implore Providence t0-4ff 


_ - — JawWiwthe-juſkagd piour pf quking the 2 
Z e de and the e rake 


1 Sie, Tawyroulof my Power, 2 am realy 
t. 
Air. Hold, hold, Madam, nne have 
Variety of Vanities tomakeCoxcombs of us; fo we have 
. — — — — — 
| 0 re v W 
tal Creatures, — ihe are Fans, ee ways of 
managing you. And this; in ſhort, my dear Creature is 
our preſent Condition, I have fworn and ly d briskly to 
gain my Ends of you; your Ladyſhip has pateh d and pain» | 
ted vi ty, to gain your Ends of me Bur, ſince we 
are both diſappointed let us make ann Bactie, nad 
Clear on both ſides. 
| Ori. With all my Heart, Sir ; give me up my Coarga 
and I Unererſee your Face agnin. 
Mir. Indeed £ ven's, Child. 
Ori. What, Sir, neither doonenor roher? 
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| therwiſe upon my Terms. D107 


- Gr What doywun ingot by this, Sir? IM” 1607 AK 
Mir. Why to ſtarve you into h look ye: you 
ſhall never marry any Man: r e 
DOES manner {208 $, *: - 
— 17 1 trot S 201.2204 a boy 
Mr. . n. Miſtreſs ? itt ey 109! 20 
Ori. A Villain, Sir. well oven al cat 2 ee 20 
A, I'mglatent;—-Lnoverkaew an hone Fellowiin 
A —— 
you now into a very pretty Dilemma? Ha, 
a ache — iy has madeaVowof Virginity, vrhen ſne 
e 1 Vu erer 
por mu ache — 997 


| 06%. Siri mp-Fontund my Ffiendsas 
| powerlul, and | both tall be — Tel ao da me Jus 


*. 


N M13 21 r Nil 35 ü 

0 L you!llforce meto marey-you,. 7 12414 
On, Sir, the La ſ ball. %% 4 
„Mr. But the Law ſhan t farce me to do an | 1 


Ori. No, I won't. 5 
- Mir, Eh What ia tho Girla Foal? 
Ori. — —.— i 
— 7 ſinen Lmuſt not 


TI 
. Þ 
confounded on 1 0 ene 1202 KE Nen 
i. O Sir, mat nun make + : 
good Wife at any time. 7855 | _ 0-13 31584 2 
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Mir. Your ur Face-in > Toylet ſhall fly out of the 


Window. W ric J e n, . 


Mi. LI tear * Furbelow of — — | 


ou ſwoon for Vexation ou ſhe'n't havea Penny to 
ottle of Harts-horn. E I $4011:119 2287 955 N 


Ar. But, cer Madam, — ed? — 0 


vorce. Gif oni bo tu 5 155: 100 


::Opi-But; wert fir; chere is ſurhia thing ifo 


or; od ile? 0509) bn ob Feng. 
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© kandiomly A 
SCENE changeet0 a large Parkaur.in the am” 
Ers bit yoEBariDureete and Petite; | ts 71:74 vid 


Pf 2 "Yd Leit 20 


3 T1.k3 43EY f $38 Y 0 00 1 Nr 442 | 


Ct Die Nay, tal majckfovin La; 
that's my Talent: I cantalk beſt ou muſt art Para E 
Gyadthings; gg | 
Pet. an Sir? a 45s = LG] 
Dur. Laugh! Won't ſhe endure laughing? 1 
Per. Why ſhe'sa Critick, Sir, ſhe hates a Jeſt, "Fox far | 


it ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in . 
ut 


but what neat the Spleen; - And then 80 Logick, and 
all that, you ae 1 Et 
Dur. Ay, ay, l'm prepar ve 8 
Words, lag Senſe, tkis Hour to entertain her 
Pet. Then place your ſelf behind this Screen, that you 
may have View of her Behaviour before you begin. 5 
Pam: 1 long to engage her, leſt I ſhou'd forget my Le 


S 


* 


p & 


=, Pot. Here ſhe comes, Sir, I muſt fly. 
[Exit Pet. and Dur. ſtands peeping behind the Curtain. 
Enter Biſarre and Maid. | 
870 With a Book. ] Pſhaw, hang Books, they ſour our 
Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin our Complexions. 
[Throws away the Book. 
Dur. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all Ari- 


otle. 
# Biſ. Come, Wench, let? sbe free, call ia the Fiddle, there . 


no Body near us. 
Enter Fidler. 


Dur. Wou'd tothe Lord there was not: 
Biſ. Here, Friend, a Minuet !— —quicker Time; ha 
vou d we had a Man or two. 
Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the Dov ſooner, 
my dear dancing Philoſopher. - 
Bi. Uds my Life Here's one. 
[Runs to Dur. and haler him back. 
Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this? | 
Bi, Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good Boy 
you re very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one—Come, 
ſtrike up —I know you dance well, Sir, you're fine! 
ſhap'dfor't—— Come, come, Sir; quick, quick, you rails 
the Time elſe. 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. 
Biſ. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, come. 
Dur. But we were talking of Dialecticks. 
1 Hang Dialecticks Mind the Time——quicker, 
[To the Fidler Come, and how d'ye find your {elf 
= Sir ? | S 
Dur. In a ſine breathing Sweat, Doctor. | 
. All the better, Patient all the better Come 
Sir, 
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20 re Inconſtam : Or, 
Sir, ſing now, ſing, I know you ſing well; I ſee you have 


; a ſinging Face; aheavy dull Sonats Face. 5 


Dur. Who, Iſing? 
Biſ. O you re modeſt, Sir but come, ſit down, cloſer; 


cloler. — a Bottle of Wine — Come, Sir, fa iy; 


ſing, Sir. 
Dur. But Madam, I came to talk with you. 
Bi/. O Sir, yau ſhalldrink firſt. Come fil me a Bumper 
ere, Sir, bleſs the King. 
Der Wou'd I were out of his Dominions By 


this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 


Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 

dap — Now, Sir, can you drink a Health under your 
2 

| wy Rare Philoſophy that, Faith. 

Bi. Come, off with it, to the Bottom Now how 
d'ye like me, Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. | | 

Biſ. You ſee how a Woman's Fancy varies, ſometimes 
ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome. —And 
how d'ye like the Humour? | 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, for 
Lam A. tir'd. 

Biſ. Fye upon't; a young Man, andtir'd! up for ſhame, 
and 9 Action becomes us. a little faſter, Sir. 

What do you think now of my Lady La Pale, and 
Lady Coquet, the Duke's fair Daughter? Ha! Are they not 
brisk Laſles? Then there is backe — Bellair, and brown 
Mrs. Bethace. 

Dur. They are all. Strangers tome, Madam. 

Bi/. But let me tell you, Sir, thatbrown is not always 
deſpicable— O Laird, Sir, if young Mrs. Bagatell had 
kept her ſelf ſingle till this time o Day, what a Beauty 
there had been! And then, you know, the — oy 
nn. the fair Gem of St. Ger mains. 

Dur. Upon my Soul, I don't. | 

Biſ. And then you muſt have heard of the Engliſh Beau, 
wg ny” how unlike a Gentleman — 

Dur. 9 not a 2 ant, as * to be ſay 4. 
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The Way to win him. 21 
Bj. No !-why then play me a Jig; come, Sir. 
Dur. By this Light 1 cannot; faith, Madam, I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. OTE 5 0 
Biſ. Then fit you down, Sir; and now tell me what's 
your Buſineſs with me? What's your Errand? Quick, 
quick, diſpatch— Odſo, may be you are ſome Gentle- 
man's Servant, that have brought mea Letter, or a Haunck 
of Veniſon. 5 


Dur. Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 


Biſ. O; cry you Mercy, I faw you juſt now, I miſtook 


vou, upon my Word; you are one of the travelling Gentle- 


men and pray, Sir, how do all our impudent Friends in 


_ Traly? 


Dur. Madam I came to wait upon you with a more ſeri- 
ous Intention than your Entertainment has anſwer'd. 
Biſ. Sir your Intention of waiting on me was the great- 


0 | ; eſt Aﬀeront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſſions may turnt 


it to a Complement: Your Viſit, Sir, vvas intended as a Pro- 
logue to a very ſcurvy Play, of which Mr. Mirabel and 
you ſo handſomely laid the Plot — Marry! No, no, I'm 4 
Man of more Honour. Where's your Honour? Where's 
your Courage now? Ads my Life, Sir, I have a great mind 
to kick you Go, go to your Fellow Rake now, rail at 
my Sex, and get drunk for Vexation, and writea Lampoon 
— — But rnd have you to know, Sir, that my Reputation 
is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Virtue is ſufficiently 
approv'd tothoſe whoſe Opinion is my Intereſt: And for 
the reſtlet them talk what they will; for when I pleaſe PH 
de what J pleaſe, in ſpight of you and all Mankind; and fo, 
my dear Man of Honour, if you be tir'd con over this Leſ- 
fon, and fit there till l come to you | Runs off: 

Dur. Tum ti dum. [| Sings. Ha, ha, ha, Ads my Life : 
I have a great mind to kick you! Oons and Confuſion! 
[Starts up.] Was ever Man ſoabus'd— Ay, Mirabel (ct 


x Enter Petit. 
Pet. Well, Sir, how d'ye find your felf? =, 
Dur. You Son of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come to abaſe 

me? Ell kick you witha Vengeance, you Dog. 

Petit runs off, and Dur. after bins: 
G- 2 ACT. 
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Come, my dear Boy, be good natur d like your now 


The Drionflane © Or; 
ACT III. SCENE continues. 
Old Mirabel and the Young. 


Old M. D OB, come hither. Bob. 
Mir. YourPleaſure, Sir? 
Old M. Are not youa great Rogue, Sirrah? 
Mir. That's a little out of my mprehenſion, Sir, for 


Tue heard fay, that I WN my Father. 


Old M. Your Father is your very humble slave tell 


thee what, Child, thouarta very pretty Fellow, and I love 


thee heartily ; and a very great Villain, and I hate thee mor- 


| Mi ir. Villain, Sir! Then Imuſtbea: very impudent one, 9 
for I can't recollect any Paſſage of my Life chat I'm aſham'd - 


Old. M. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt ſe this 
Picture? [bew him alittle Picture. 
Mir. Oriana s? Plhaw ! | 
Old M. What, Sir, won't you look upon't 2—Bob, dear 
Bob, prithee come hither now Doſt want any ** 


Chid? 


Mir. No, Sir. | 
Old M. Why then here's ſome for thee; come here now 


Ho canſt thou be ſo hard- hearted, an unnatural, un- 


mannerly Raſcal (don't miſtake me Child, Ia'n't angry) as 
to abuſe this tender, lovely, good natur d dear R 2 — 
Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, and cries for thee, N thee, 
and ſnubs for thee, the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt. 


Father, be now an then ſee here, read this — the Effi- 
ad of the lovely Oriana, with ten thouſand Pound te her 6 

ortion— ten thouſand Pound you Dog; ten thouſand” 
Pound you Rogue; how dare you refuſe a Lady with ten 
thouſand Pound, you impudent Raſcal? 

Mir. Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir. 

Old M. Hear you ſpeak, Sir! If you had ten thouſand: 
TOI. youcould not out-talk ten thouſand Pound. > 

It. ; 
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The Way to win him. Z3. 
Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me, Pll begene, Sir! 

Il take Poſt for _ this Moment. E 
Ol M. Ah! the Fellow knows I won't part with him. 
Well, Sir, vat have you to ſay? ; | 
Mir. The Univerfal Reception, Sir, that Marriage has 
lad in the World, is enough to fix it fora publick Good, 
and to draw every body into the common Cauſe; but there 
are ſome Conſtitutions, like ſome Inſtruments, ſo peculiar-, 
ly ſingular, that they make tolerable Muſick by themielves, 
but never de well in a Conſort. , 2 
Old M. Why this is Reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet tis 
Nonſence too; for tho? you ſhou'd reaſon like an Angel, 
1 you argue your ſelf out of a good Eſtate you talk like a- 

ool. 3 | = 

Mir. But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with the 


Riches of Craſus, you leave me but a Beggar tor want of 


my Liberty. 
Old M. Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard? *Sdeath,. 


Sir, why did I give you Education? was it to diſpute me out 


of my Senſes? Of what Colour now is the Head of this 
Cane? You'll ſay tis white, and, ten to one, make me. 
believe it too I thought that young Feliows ſtudy d to get. 
Money, . : 8 

Mir. No, Sir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it; my Reading ; 


0 was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 


Old M. There he has me again now. But, Sir, did not 
ILmarry to oblige you? _ ; 
Mir. Tooblige me, Sir, in what reſpect pray? 
Old M. Why to bring you into the World, Sir; .W'an't- 
that an Obligation? | 
Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it ſtill an Obligation, I. 
avoid Marriage. „ XV 8 x 
Ola M. How is that, Sir? 
a Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I Was born 
Id M. Look e, Friend, you may periwade me out of 
my Deſigns, but Ill command you out of yours; and tho 
you may convince my Reaſon that you are in the right, yet 


1 


there is an old Attendant of. Sixty three; call'd Poſitiveneſs, 


vehich you nor all the Wits in 1zaly, ſhall ever be able to . 


C.3. nabe; 


* 


24 The Paronftant : Or, 


ſhake; fo, Sir, re a Wit, and I'm a Father; 1 may 
| talk, but i'll be ey. te 

Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman than 
the Father; they firſt give us breeding that they don't un- 
derſtand, then they turn us out of Doors'cauſe we are wi- 
ſer than themſelyes. But Im a little aforehand with the 
old Gentleman. [4ide:] Sir, you have been pleas d to ſet- 
tle a thouſand Pound Sterlin ng a Yearupon me; in return of 
which, I have a very great Honour for you and your Fami- 
Þ and ſhall take care that your only and beloved Son ſhall: 

nothing to make him hate his Father, or ta hang him 
felt. So, * Sir, I'm your very humble Servant. n 
Runs off. 
Old, c. Here, Sirrah, Rogue, Bob, Villain. 
Enter Dugard.. 
g. Ah, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. | 
ou Mir "Tis =_ Sir, he don't deſerve it: what b 
u to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? 
83 I ne only repeat your own Words. 

Oli Mir. What have you to do with my Words? I have. 
fwal'ow'd my Words already: I have eaten them up, and 
how can you come at em, Sir ? 

Dug. Very eaſily, Sir: Tis but mentioning your injur d 
Ward, and you will throw them up again immediately. 

Old M. Sir, your Siſter was a fool iſn young Flirt to truſt 
any ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, like him. 

Dug. Cry you mercy, old Gentleman, I thought we 
Hou d {a the Wordsa 

O14 M. And what then? *Tis the way with young Fel- 
lows to {light old Gentlemen's Words, you never mind em 
when youought.—1 ſay, that Bob's an honeſt Fellow, and 
who dares deny it? | 

Enter Biſarre. 


Bi{. That dare I, Sir :-— I ſay, that your Son is a wild, 
foppiſn, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb; and were 1 
abus as this Gentleman's Siſter, I wou'd make it an Ita- 
lian Quarrel, and poyſon the whole Family. 

Dag. Come, Sir, tis no time for trifling, my Siſter i oe” 
bus d ; you are made ſenſible of the Affront, and your 


Honouris concern d to {ce — au 1 l 
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The May to win him. A 25 


OHM. Look e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go fartheſt. 
J will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it muſt be after my own: 
rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but my ſelf. For attho? 
Robin be a ſad Dog, yet he's no body's the . but my own.. 

Biſ. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd, kind old Gentleman 
—— [Wheedling him.] We will be good then, if you ll join 


- With us in the Plot. .. 


ola M. Ah, you coaxing ters age, what Plot can. 
you have to wheedlea Fellow of ſixty 3 
Biſ. A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to bring o- 


ther People together, Sir, and you muſt act the Spaniard, 


*cauſe your Son will leaſt ſuſpect you; and if he ſnou d, your 


Authority protects 3 from a Quarrel, to which Orians: 


is unwilling to expole her Brother. | 

; Old M. And what part will you act in the Buſineſs, Ma- 

am? : 
Biſ. My ſelf, Sir; my Friend is grown a perfect Chang- 


| ling: Theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads preſent- 


ly ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we turn Fools: 
But I am ſtill my ſelf, and he may expect the moſt ſevere 
Uſage from me, cauſe I neither love him, nor hate 182 
| ; xit.. 
Old M. Well ſaid, Mrs. Paradox; but, Sir, wkh&muſt- 
open the Matter to him ? 4 
Dug, Petit, Sir, who is our Engineer General. And here 
he comes. Enter Petit. 
Pet. O Sir, more Diſcoveries; are all Friends about us? 
Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 88 805 
Pet. You muſt know, Sir od's my Life, I'm out of 
Breath; you muſt know, Sir you muſt know). 

Ola M. What the Devil muſt we know, Sir? 

Pet. That I have [ Pants and blows.} brib'd, Sir, brib'& 
our Son's Secretary of State. | es 
4 —4 M. Secretary of State wlio's that, for Heav'n v 
e? 15 e 

Fet. His Valet de- Chambre, Sir; You muſt know, Sir, 
that the Intrigue lay folded up with his Maſter's Cloaths, 
and when he went to duſt the Embroider d Suit, tke Secret 


- flew out of the right Pocket of his Coat, in a whole 


ſwarm of your Cramba Songs, ore red Ont 


 bobglegg'd Pindaricks, © 


265 The Luconſtant Orz 
Old M. Impoſſible! 


4 


Pet. Ah, Sir, he has low d her all along; there was Ori- 


ana in every Line, but he hates Marriage: Now, Sir, this 

Plot will ſtir up his Jealouſie, and we ſhall know by the 
of that how to proceed farther. Come, Sir, lets 

about it with ſpeed. | 

Tis Expedition gives our King the ſway ;- 

For Expedition too the French give way; | 
Swift to attack, or ſwift to run away. [Exeunt.. 
Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paffrg careleſly by one another. 

ny: [4{ide.] I wonder what ſhe can fee in this Fellow to. 
like him? LN | 

Mir. [ Aſide.) I wonder what my Friend can ſee in this 
Girltoadmireher ? 
_ Be. [ Afide:) A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake-hell. 
Mir [ Aſide.) A light, whimſical, impertinent Mad-cap.. 

Biſ. Whom do you mean, Sir? | 

Mir. Whom do you mean, Madam? | 

Biſ. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him; 


for a human Creature, but a prudent Reſolution to hang 


himſelf. | 
Mir. There is a way, Madam, to force me to that Re- 
ſolution. 
Biſ. IIl do't with all my Heart. 
Mir. Then you mult marry me. 
Bi. Looke, Sir, don't think your ill Manners to me ſhall: 
excuſe your ill Uſage of my Friend; nor by fixing a Quar- 


rel here, to divert my Zeal for the abſent; for Im reſolv d, 
nay, I come prepar d to make you a Panegyrick, that ſhall 


mortify your Pride like any modern Dedication. | 

Mir. And J, Madam, like a true modern Patron, ſhall 

hardly give you thanks for your trouble. 1 

Bi, Come, Sir, to let ycu ſee what little Foundation you 
have for your dear ſufficiency, Ill take you to pieces. 

Mir. And what piece will you chuſe? g 

Biſ. Your Heart, te be ſure; cauſe | ſnou d get preſent- 
ly rid on't; your Courage I wou'd give to a Hector, your. 
Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an Attorney, 
your Body to the Phyſicians, and your Soul to its Maſter. 

Air. I had che oddeſt Dream laſt Night of en, 
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Of Burgundy, methought the Furbelows of her Gown 
were en up ſo high behind, that I cou d not fee her 
Head for her Tail. F 
Bi The Creature don't mind me do you think, Sir, that 
your humorous Impertinence can divert me? No, Sir, Im 
above any Pleaſure that you can give, but that of ſeeing 
you miſerable. And mark me, Sir, my Friend, my in- 
jur'd Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you ſhallbe a. 
Husband as much as the Rites of Marriage, and the Breach: 
of em can make you. [Here Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and 
35 reads to himſelf while ſhe ſpeaks. 
Mir. [Reading.] At Regina dolos, (quis fallere poſſit a- 
mantem ?) 5 | | 
Diſſimulare etiam ſperaſti, perfide, tantum | Very true. 
Poſſe 7 2 5 | 3 
By your Favour, Friend Virgil, twas but a raſcally Trick 
of your Hero to forſake poor Pug ſo inhumanly. 
Biſ. I don't know what to ſay to him. The Devil 


Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt appropo in. the 


very Place 


a = where the per jur d R of a Lover and the forſaken La- 


dy are battelling it tooth and nail. Come, Madam, ſpend 
3X yourSpirits no longer, weil take an eaſier method: Ill be 
£Eneas now, and you ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by Book. 
Now for you Madam Dido. 
Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, 
Nec Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido | 
Ah poor Dido! [Looking at her. 
Biſ. Rudeneſs, Affronts, Impatience ! I cou'd almoſt 
ſtart out even to Manhood, and wont but a Weapon as long 
as his to fight him upon the Spot. What ſhall I lay ? 
Mir. Now ſherants. 3 
uæ quibus anteſeram? jam jam nec Maxima Funo. 
610. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpirited away. 
Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 
Biſ. And ſome pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with hu- 
man Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. | 
Both ſpeak together, andraiſe their Poices by degress. 
Mir. Perfide, ſed duris genuit.te Cantibus horrens * | 
5 „ Caucaſuss, 


a . "FE: 3 
* "> ng * n 7 ＋ 1 rat * ut * 
. 8 
4 4 - = N 
% . 7 * 
. 


The Inconſflant : Or, 
Caucaſus, Hyrcaneque admorunt Ubera Tigres. 
B, Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels.— | 
Mir. [Excellent.] I ſequere Italiam ventis, pete regna per 


5, | 
Spero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Numma poſſunt. 
S — Together again. 
Biſ. Converſe with Imps of Darkneſs of your make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch of 
Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he vexes 
me ſo, I don't know whether to cry or laughat him. 
Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan ; I'll write the 
Tragedy of Dido, and you fhall act the Part: But you do 
nothing at all, unleſs you fret your ſelf into a Fit; for here 
the poor Lady is ſtifled with Vapours, drops into the Arms 
of her Maids; and the cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wander- 
er, is in the very next Line call d Pious Areas. There's 
uthority for ye. 
Sorry indeed ZEneas ſtood 
I o ſee her in a Pout; 2 _-_ 
But Fove himſelf, who ne'er thought good ; 
I 0o ſtay a ſecond Bout, | | 
Commands him off with all his Crew, | | 
And leaves poor Dy, asIleave you. [ Runs off. 
Biſ. Go os, for a dear, Triad , deceitful, 8 
Fellow. O' my ConſcienceI muſt excuſe Oriana. 
That Lover ſoon his angry Fair diſarms, 
Whoſe ſlighting pleaſes, and whoſe Faults are Charms, 
Enter Petit, runs about to every Door, and knocks. 
Pet. Mr. Mirade!! Sir, where are you? no where to be 


found? 
b Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. What's the matter, Petit? 

Pet. Moſt critically met. — Ah, Sir, that one who has 
follow d the Game ſo long, and brought the poor Hare juſt 
under his Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel Cur chop in, and run 
away with the Puſs. 

Mir. If your Worſhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 

Pet. Plain, plain, Sir. Your Miſtreſs and mine is go- 
ing to be mar ry d. ; | 
Mir. 


The Way to vun him. 25 
Mir. Tbelieve youlye, Sir. e 
Pet. Vour humble Servant, Sir. Going. 
Mir. Come hither, Petit. Marry d, ſay you ? 


Pet. No, Sir, tis no matter; I only thought to do you 
a Service, but I ſhall take care how I confer my Favours 
for the future. i d 
Mir. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand Pardons. { Bowing low. 
Pet. Tis enough, Sir... I come to tell you, Sir, that 
Oriana is this Moment to be &acrific'd; marry'd paſt Re- 
demption. 0 1 
Air. I underſtand her, ſhe'll take a Husband out of ſpight 
== to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will make him a 


Cuckold; tis ordinary with Women to one Perſon 
for the ſake of another, and to throw themſelves into the 
Arms of one they hate, to ſecure their Pleaſure with the 
Man they love. But whois the happy Man? 7553 
© Pet. ALord, Sir. | - 5 1 8 
Mir. I'm her mowing moſt humble Servant ; a Train 


and a Title, hey! room for my Lady's Coach, a front Row 
in the Box for her Ladyſhip; Lights, Lights for her Hon- 
our. Now muſt I be a conſtant Attender at my Lord's 
Levee, to work my way to my Lady's Couchee—a Coun- 


tceſs, Ipreſume, Sir. 


Per. A Spaniſh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard knew a- 
broad, is come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs yeſterday, mar- 
ries her to-day, and whips her into Spain to-morrow. 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſtI follow my Cuckold over 
the Pyrenees? Had ſhe marry'd within the Precincts of a 
ZBillet-deux, Iou d be the to lead her to Church; but 
E _ happens, I'll forbid the Banes. Where is this mighty 
n? | | 
Pet. Have a care, Sir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd Piece, 
and there'sno tampering with him; wou'd you apply to 
Mr. D»gard, cr the Lady her ſelf, ſomething might be 
done, for it i in deſpight to you, that the Buſineſs is car- 
ry'd ſo haſtily. Odlo, Sir, here he comes, I muſt be gone. 
7 Exit o 

Enter Old Mir. dreſs'd in a. Spaniſh Habit, leading os 
Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better ſuited 
| Four Lordſhip's Merit, My Perſon, Rank, and oo 
BEE | 0 ance, 
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Js The [nconſtant + Or, I 
ſtance, expoſe me as the publick Theme of Raillery, and 
ſubject me to ſo injurious Uſage, my Lord, that I can lay 
no Claim to any part of your Regard, except your Pity. 
Old M. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Excellence! 

Shew me the Man — | * 

And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge 

Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. 

Is this thing one? + '/ [8truttinguptroMirabel, 
TR: __ E: PETIT tC 
Ori. Good my Lord. ee 
Old M. If he, or any he! db | 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. | 
Old M. O your Pardon, Sir but if you had re · 
member, Sir the Lady now is mine, her Injuries are 
mine; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me Come, Ma- 
dam. [ Leads Oriana to the Door, ſhe goes off, Mir. runs #0 
ois Father, and pulls him by the Sleeve. . 

Nir. E route, Monſieur Le Count. | 

Old M. Your Buſineſs, Sir? 

277 . 

Old M. Boh! What Language is that, Sir? 

Mir. Spaniſh, my Lord. e 
Old M. What d' ye mean? | : 
Mir. This, Sir. 1 [Trips up his Heels. 
Old M. Avery conciſe Quarrel, truly I'll bully him. 
Irinidado Seigneiur, give me fair play. [Offering to riſe. 
Mir. By all means, Sir. [Takes away his Sword.) Now 
Seigneiur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtain Face 
your Countſhip wore juſt now? [Strikes him. 

Old M. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my own 

Son right! But hold, Sirrah, no more Jeſting; I'm your 

Father, Sir, your Father. MeL} OE 
Mir. My Father! Then by this Light I cou'd find in my 

Heart to pay thee. [ Aſide.] Is the Fellow mad? Why ſure, 

Sir, I han't frighted you out of your Senſes ? | 

Old M. But you have, Sir. 
Mir. Then I ll beat them into you again. oY 
| | Lore to ſtrike him. 

Old M. Why Rogue Bb, dear Bob, don't you know 

ä Mir. 
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The Way io win him: 31 
Mr. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diſtracted; 
Thou Miracle of Impudence, wou dſt thou make me be- 
lieve that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father, wou'd go a 
| Maſquerading thus? That a Perſon of threeſcore and three 
vou d run about in a Fool's Coat to diſgrace himſelf and 
Family? Why, you impudent Villain, do you think I will 
ſuffer ſuch an Affront to paſs upon my honour d Father, 
my worthy Father, my dear Father? Sdeath, Sir, mention 
my Father but once again, and Il ſend. your Soul te my 
Grandfather this Minute. [offering to ſtab him. 
Old M. Well, well, I am not your Father. 
Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſawcy, hectoring Spa- 
niard, and Ill uſe you accordinglig. 
oli M. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir; we have all 
got nothing but Blows ſince we began to take their part. 
Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard runs to Mi- 
rabel, the reſt to the Old Gentleman. 
Dag. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father! 
Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad? Give 
me way, Sir, I won't be held. „ | 
Old M. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 
_ | [ Offermg to go. 
Mir. My Father! 


Old M. Ay, you Dog's Face, I am your Father, for I 
have bore as much for thee, as your Mother ever did. 

Mir. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems, a Deſign, a 
Contrivance, a Stratagem Oh! how my Bones ake! 

O. M. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours? 

Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't I been beating my own Fleſh and 
Blood all this while? O Madam, [To Oriana.] I wiſh your 
Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity. Here was a Contri- 
vance indeed. 3 | 
Per. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 

impos d upon us all. 
| Mir. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don ©uixot 
battel for you bravely ? My Father will anſwer for the Force 
of my Love. WD 

Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your own 
creating. 1 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I 

| D 5 
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. now. [Comes up between Mirabel and his 

r Ei noon 
© Mir, Well, Sir! Do you take me for one of your Te- 

Hants; Sir, that you put on your Landlord-faceat me?? 
Dug. On what Preſumption, Sir, dare n thus? 

s | Dy AWS, 
Old M. What's that to you, Sir. [ Draws. 
Pet. Help, help, the Lady faints. 5 
E53 \[Oriana falls into her Maids Arms. 

Mir. Vapours! Vapours ! The'll come to her ſelf: If it 
de an angry Fit, a Dram of. Aſa Fetida—_ If Jealouſy, 
Harts- horn in Water -If the Mother, burnt Feathers—-If 
Grief, Ratifia If it be ſtrait Stays, or Corns, there's 
nothing like a Dram of plain Brandy. [Exit. 

Ori. Hold off, give me Air——O my Brother, wou d you 
2 870 my Life, endanger not your own; wou'd you de- 
nad my Reputation, leave it to it ſelf; tis a dear Vindica- 
tion that's purchas'd by the Sword; for tho'our Champion 
prove victorious, yet our Honour is wounded. 
Old M. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, that's ano- 
ther thing. But I think you're pretty brisk again, my Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence to 
divert the Quarrel; the capricious Taſte of your Sex ex- 
cuſes this Artifice in urs. | 


32 


For often, when our chief Perfections fail, . 
Our chief Defect, with fooliſh Men prevail. [ Exit, 
Pet, Come, Mr. Dugard, take Courage, there isa way 
Kill left to fetch him again. | 


» GIdM. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Relation to 
| Span. 


- Dug. I ſcorn all Artifice whatſoever ; my Sword ſhall 
go ner Jullice.  —_ | 
Pet. Pretty Juſtice, tru'y ! Suppoſe you run him thro? 
the Body; you run her thro” the Heart at the ſame time. 
old M. And methro' the Head rot your Sword, Sir, 
We ll have Plots; come, Petit, let's hear. 
Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Nunnery, and ſo 
Ar ing him about to declare himſelf. 
Dug. That, I muſt confeſs, has a Face. 22 
Ola M. Face! A Face libe an Angel, Sir. Ad'smy 2 


be Way to unn bim. I 


Sir, tis the moſt beautiful Plot in Chriftendom. We'llabour 
it immediately. | LExeunt. 
SCENE, Ihe Street. 
Duretete and Mirabel. | 

Dar. In 4 nale And tho I can't dance, nor fog; 
nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know, Sir. | 
Mir. Iknow thou canſt, Pan. 
Dur. Sdeath, Sir, and | will: Let me ſee the proudelk 

Man alive make a ſeſt of me! : 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends. | 

Dur. Dane d to Death! Baited like a Bear ider 
tbreaten' d to be kick d! Confuſion ! Sir, you ſet me on, 
and I will have Satisfaction, all Mankind willpla at me. 

Mir.[ 4/:de.] I muſt give this Thunderbolt ſome Paſſage, 
or twill break t upon my own Head Look e, A 

what do theſe Gentlemen laugh at? | 
| Enter two Gentlemen. n 

Dur. At me to be ſure Sir, what made you laugh at- 
me? 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry we had 

a private Reaſon. 

2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. 

Dur. Sir, ll make Low ou know me; mark and bletye 
me, I won't be nam d; it ſpan't be mention d, not even 
| 3 in your Prayers at Church. death. Sir, d'ge- 

ile? 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my Word. 

Dur. Why then, look grave as an Owl i in a Bam ora 
Fryer with his Crown a ffaving. 

"Mir. [Aſide to the Gent. ] Don't be bully'd out 

Humour, r . the Velour" 8 — . at 2. 
and Ill ſtand by y 

1 Gen. —.— LG wewlk; 

Both. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty. [Drew Shethreaten'® 
to kick me. Ay, then, you Dogs, Ill murther xe. 

LF _ and beats them off, Mir. runs over to his ſide. 
. Mir, Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Dæretere, there you had: 
kim, noble Captain, hey, they run, they run, Victoria, N- 
 Gforia——Ha, ha, ha, — how happy am I in an Excellent 
Iriend! Tell me of your 1 s and Men of Senle, a 


pare 
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1 of ſour-fac'd ſplenetick Rogues a Man of my 
thin Conſtitution ſhou'd never want a Fool in his Compa- 
ny: I don't affect your fine things that improve the Under- 
ſtanding, but hearty laughing to fatten my Carcaſe: And 
o my Conſcience, a Man of Senſe is as meiancholy with- 
out a Coxcomb, asa Lyon without . he hunts for 
our Diverſion, ſtarts Game for our Spleen, and perfectlifx 
feeds us with Pleaſure. 

J hate the Man who makes Acquaintance nice, 
And ſtill diſcreetly plagues me with Advice; 
Who moves by Cant ion, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give Reaſons for whate er he ſays. 
The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo fall 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 
Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 
Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who ſtill is merry, but does ne er deſign it: 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but ne er can find it. 
Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 
And his moſt Cave Expreſſion is the Jeſt. LExit. 


— 


ACT IV. SCE NE, 0/4 Mirabel's Houſe. 
| Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. | 


* HE Lady Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy to 
4 the Plot: Your Son has been there, but had no 
Admittance beyond the Privilege of the Grate, and there 
my Siſter refus d to ſee him. He went off more nettled at 
his Repulſe, than I thought his Gayety cou'd admit. 
Dl M. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, I 
Warrant e. ä 
eee 
Dur. Here, where are ye all- O! Mr. Mirabel, you 
have done fine things for your Poſterity— And you, Mr. 
Dugard, may come to anſwer tlis l come to demand 
— Hh i ; EI EW. waht Ai 1 1 my 
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my Friend at your Hands; ; reſtore him, su, or 
SY [To Old Mir. 
OIUM. Reſtore him! What yethink I have got him in 
my Trunk, or my Pocket! 
Dur. Sir, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe ot. | 
Ola A. That may be; for I was as mad as he when be- 
gat him. | 
Dug. Mad, Sir What ye mean? 8 
Dur. What do you mean, Sir, by ſnutting up your Siſter: 
yonger, totalk like a Parrot thro' a Cage? 87 a decoy- 
ck, to draw others into the Snare? Lour Son. Sir, be- 
cauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken the N 
in three Words, has | 
old M. Hang'd himſelf! .. 
Dur. The very lame, t turn d Fryer. | 
' 014M. Youlye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn. 
Fryer ! Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh Crown! 
when the ame Razor may cut his Throat? 
Dur. If you have any Command, or you any Intereſt o- 
ver him, loſe not a Minute? He has thrown himſelt into- 
thenext Monaſtery, N15 order d me to pay off kis Ser 
vants, and dilebarg 8 
Old M. Let me alone to nd, / FER. ik fcrifice the: 
Abbot, if he receives him; I'll try whether the Spiritual: 
or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to the cid. 
Bun dear Captain, what has he done with his Eſtate? 
Hur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 
old M. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't get him 
out of their Clutches--IJen thouſand Livres a Year upon the 
Church! Tis dovynright Sacrilege Come, Gentlemen, 
all Hands to work; for half that Sum, one of theſe Mona- 
feries ſhall protect you a Traytor from the Law, a Rebeb- 
lious Wife from her Hus and a Diſobedient Son from 


his own Father. | : [Exitc. 
4 Dogs But will ye perſuade me that he's s gone to a Mona- 
ery! 


Dur. Is yours Siſter gone tothe Filles  Repenties I tell you 
Sir, ſhe's not fit for the Society of repenting Maids. 5 
Dug. Why ſo, Sir? 
Mur: Becauſe ſhesnether oer other; ſactstoo old! 
L D 3: i 
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36 The Inconſtaut Or, 
to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 3 
Z 01/022 - '[Exitz Dug. after him. 
SCENE, The ide of a Monaſtery; Oriana in a Nun 
| | Habit; Biſarre. „ 
Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with this. 
Religious Habit. 1 
Bi. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking it in 
earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſoning People with 
the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue which 
comes by Conſtraint. Beſides, we may own to one ano- 
ther, that we are in the worſt Company when among our 
ſelves; for our private Thoughts run us into thoſe Deſires, 
vhich our Pride reſiſts from the Attacks of the World; 
and, you may remember, the firſt Woman that met the De- 
vil when ſhe retir d from her Man. 
Ori. But Im reconcil'd, methinks, to the Mortification 
bf a Nunnery; becauſe I fancy the Habit becomes me. 
Bit Awell-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that makes a 
Woman lock ten times hand ſomer than ſhe did before. 
Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in becoming Preſs, 
eur Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd; for our Toylets 
wou'ddothe Work of the Altar; we ſhou'd allbe canoniz'd. 
Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Merit, in 
dedicating a beautiful Face and Perion to the Service of 
Religion? ö ; / 75 6 a Ee 00” | | I 
- Bj. Not half ſo much, as devoting em to a pretty Fel- 
low : If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this World, why 
was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our beautiful Minds to. 
the Service of Heaven. And for our handſome Perſons; 
they become a Box at the Play, as well as a Pew in the 
Church. : | | 
Ori. But the Vieiſſitude of Fortune, the Ineonſtancy of 
Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, require ſome 
place of Religion, for a Refuge from their Perſecution.” © 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any Devotion 
ina Fellow's going to Church, when he takes it only for a 
Sanctuary? Don't you know that Religion conſiſts in Cha- 
rity. with all Mankind; and that you ſhould never think of 
being F:iends with Heaven, till you have quarrell'd with all 
e World. Come, come, mind your BulineG, Mirabel 


loves you, tis now plain, and hold him to't; givefrefh 
Orders that he ſhanꝰt ſ you We get more by pag our 
Faces ſometimes, than by expoſing them; a very M * 
you ſee, whets Deſire; but a pair of keen Eyes thro an 
ron Gate, fire double upon em, with View and Diſguiſe. 
But I muſt be gone upon my Affairs, I have brought my 
Captain about again. OM 4 3p 
Ori. But why will you trouble your ſelf with that Cox- 
E %%ͤö ; oth PU IT 4h Gol OR EY OO 
Biſ. Beeauſe he is a Coxcomb; had I not better have-a 
Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than a Lover 
like yours, to make a Fool of me. [Knocking below.) A Met- 
fage from Mirabel, Fillay my Life. [She runs to the Door. ] 
Come hither, Run, thou charming Nun, eome hither. 
Ori. What's the News. ? [ Reens to her. 
Biſ. Don't you ſee who's below ? ee 
Ori. I ſee no body buta Fryer. | 
Biſ. Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid! O' my Conſcience, 
theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads inſtantly ;- the Fellows 
no ſooner turn Knaves,than we turn Fools. A Fryer ! Dont 
you ſee a villanous genteel Mein under that Cloak of Hy- 
pocriſy, the loofe careleſs Air of a tall Rakehelly Fellow * 
Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Fryer! Ihope, in Heav'n, 
he's not in earneſt. 1 FIAT 
Bi In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt? Now's 
your time; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken for a Paſſ- 
port, to get in and try your Reſolutions; ſtick to your Ha- 
bit to be fure; treat him with Diſdain, rather than Anger; 
for Pride becomes us more than Paſſion: Remember what 
I fay, if you wou d yield to Advantage, and hold out the 
Attack; to draw him on, keep him off to be ſure. 
Ihe cunning Gameſters never gain too faſt, 4.5. 
But loſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. Exil. 
Ori. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I don't 
know how ; I don t fear him, but I miſtruſt my ſelf; wou 
he were not come, yet I wou'd not have him gone neither; 
I'm afraid to talk with him, but I love to ſee him tho. 
What a ſtrange Power has this fantaſtick Fire, 
That makes us dread even what we moſt deſire! 4 
5 | ho 
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58 The Inconftant : O., 
Mir. Save you, Siſter Tour Brother, young Lady, 
having a regard for your Soul's Health, has ſent me to pre- 
pare you for that ſacred Habit by Confeſſion. | 
Ori. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [Aſide.]:My 
Brother's Care I own; and to you, ſacred Sir, 1 — 24 
that the great crying Sin which. I have long indulg d, and 


now prepare to explate, was Love. My Morning Thoughts, 


my Evening Prayers, my Daily Muſings, Nightly Cares, 
was Love! My preſent Peace, — future Bliſs the Joy of 
Earth, and hopes of Heaven! | al contemn'd for Love! 
Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt ;. Death and 
Confuſion, I have loſt her! [ Aſide.] Fou. confeſs your 
Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terins, that I could al- 
moſt be in love with the Sin. ae 


Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are theirown: . 


Rewards; my chief Delight became my only Grief; he 
in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart ſecure turn d Robber, 
and de ſpoibd the Treaſure that he kept. 
Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, that 
bke the Miſer, tho afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe. 
Ori. No, holy Father; vvho can be a Miſer in another's. 
Wealth that's Prodigal of his own? His Heart was open, 
mar d to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become of 
mine? But the ſame Eyes that drew this Paſſion in, ſhall. 
ſend it out in Tears, to which now hear my Vow: — _ 
Mir. ¶ Diſcovering himſelſ.] No, my fair Angel, but let 
me repent; here on his Knees behold the Criminal, that 
vows Repentance his. Ha! No Concern upon her! 
Ori. This Turn is odd, and the time has been, that ſuch: 
3 Change wou d have ſurpriʒ d me into ſome Con- 
. 10n. « | WV 0 8 "IL 
Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now return'd: 
to my elf, for l want but Pardon to deſerve your Favour, 
and here Il fix till you relent and give it. 
Ori. Groveling, ſordid Man; why wou'd you act a thing 
to make you kneel, Monarch in Pleaſure to be Slave to your 


Faults? Are all the Conqueſts of your wandring ede your- 
tok a 


Wir, 2 Humour, Fortune, all reduc'c baſe cring- 
ing otabended Knee? 9 
| i - ry 5 4 
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The Way to win him. 39 
Mir. I come not here to juſtify my fault but my Sub- 
miſſion, for tho? there be a meaneſs in this humble Poſture, 
tis nobler ſtill to bend when Juſtice calls, than to reſiſt 
Conviction. e 5 
Ori. No more they oft repeated violated Words re- 
proach my weak Belief, tis the ſevereſt Calumny to hear 
thee ſpeak; that humble Poſture which once cou d raiſe, 
now mortifies my Pride; how can'ſt thou hope for Parden 
from one that you affront by asking it? | 

Mir. [ Riſes.) In my own Cauſe no more, but give me 
leave to intercede for you againſt the hard Injunctions of 
that Habit, which for my fault you wear. 1 

Ori. Surpriſing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pretends to 
give me Counſel; but Jam too warm upon ſe cool a Sub- 
jet. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix d! but as our Hearts 
were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, fol ſhall 
e, ſome Tears to the Separation. ¶ Mep: J That's all; 

are wiel. | | 
Mir. And muſtIloſe her? No. ¶ Rens and catches her.] 


Since all my Prayers are vain, I'll uſe the nobler Argument 


of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you refuſe; you're 
mine by Pre- contract: And where's the Vow ſo ſacred to 
diſannul another? I'll urge my Love, your Oath, and plead 
my 2 all Monaſtick Shifts upon the Earth. - - 
Ori. Unhand me, Raviſher! Wou'd you prophane theſe 
holy Walls with Violence? Revenge for all my paſt diſgrace 
now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, wou d I provoke 
the Law: Urge meno farther, but be gone. ' "0 
Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me — 


4 | Enter Old Mirabel. 

Old M. Where, where's this Counterfeit Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confuſion! I'm ruin'd ! 

Old M. What do I hear? [Puts ou his Hood] What did 
you ſay, Sir? | 51 85 | 
Ola M. Ifay ſhe'sa Counterfeit, and you may be ano- 
ther for ought I know, Sir; Ihave loſt my Child by theſe 
Tricks, Sir. | 1.2 Se . 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir? | 


agu Fr 
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du M. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contr ivance te 


bring 
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bring my Son to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark mad; 1 
rn 

ir. [Diſcovering himſelf} My dear Father, Im you 

moſt eee . | 0 EF * 

_ - O1ZM, My dear Boy, Runs and kiſſes him.] Welcome, 
ex Inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, fhe's no more a 

Nun than Lam. 335 

Mir. No? | 
Old M. The Devil a bit. df 

Mir. Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, for the moſt © 

happy News.— And now moſt venerable holy N72 : l 
3 LRNaeels. 


Your Mercy and your Fardon I implore, 
_ For the Offence of asking it before. 
Look e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, be 
a Nun in goodearneſt ; Women make the beſt Nuns always 
when they can't dootherwiſe. Ay, my dear Father, there 
is a merit in your Son's Behaviour that you little think; the p 
fee Deportment of ſuch Fellows as I, makes more Ladies t 
Religious, than all the Pulpits in France. be 1 
Ori. Ol Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd what 
was ſo near Perfection! He is the Counterfeit that has de- 1 
ceiv'd you. . | | 
Oi M. Ha! Look e, Sir, Irecant, ſhe is a Nun. 
Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then Im a Fryer this WW 
Ola M. * an od. Foo 8 Brace Ag 
ung ones; vou you re both Counterfeits, and 
* = Pots ſpoil'd, 51 
Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſap- 
pointment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. - |} 
[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they haveſery'd a turn 
for us both, and they ſhall e en go off together. | 
in. [ Takes" off his Habit. 3 
Thus the ſick Wretch, when tortur d by his Pain, 5 
And finding all Eſſays for Life are vain; ö 
hen the Phyſician can no more deſign, 


Then calbthe other Doctor, the Divine. 


- 


— - - — — — — E == 1 — 
— — 2 ho. — — — > — — — — — - - 8 
>; = "a be —_ WR A RS. 2 - — 
ISI . DIC AR =} — JA — 2 2 — — 2 — — 
— — —— — — - — — <=» = 
— . — * — a — > 4 — —— = 
— * " 7 2 — — hs ” — — — — — ah 2 — — — — — — — * — 
add — — - — — - - — <— - — * — — 4 - . - — \ 
2 - ** —— A —— —ę— — ab" PRs ner de —— — . ASIA — N 
o na, * — — — 
— *. 4 Fong ee: 3 ey” 18 N on a 4 — * 8 * 4 ** — . 4: 4 —_— EE ; 8 
— : — —_ s _— 2 * * ls 7 J 
" 
: a F N 9 | ot "TR rn * Y , 0 * VI I" A . * . * p . * 1 
* bt Lu * + of 7 - © * act bs n * r Err E. er 2 - 2 9 a 12 * 4 —_ w 2 * a, . * 
, 9 X 7 * 5 n —— „ of I W IT. = 9 A , 
! 3 es Sg r 2. n ” ANTE A N 7 : Ws 
* . Z 
2 2 "Y 
5 4 1 


— —— 8 — — 
—— a Piers. — — — 1 2 
— — — — — ————— ů = = 
N — n a — —— — * — 
— - — * — — — — — * — 2 
— 
- — — 
LY 
—— = — — — -_ 
ea — — vi ——— — > — am Bi * 
aA et GARE we - 
N 7 
— — 
* 


* r 
er q „ 


a AA 


— 
Py — . oy 
4 — ——— - OG to was — — — 2 
wo he 


* 
2 — 2 
* 


J ͤ ͤͤẽòNtn bs. 


The Wy to win lier * 


that Vows to Heaven, wos d Heaven r ehis Health; - 
Vows all to Heaven, his Thoughts, his e Wealth 1. 
But if reſtor d to Vigour as btfore, 
His Healthrefuſes what his Sickneſs ſwore. 
The B och is no ſooner Rais'd and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes into Ill; 
To all its former Swing of Life is led, 
And leaves itsVows and CO in Bed. 
Exit, ehrowing any the Bs 


* 4 ro : 


SCENT changes toOld Mirabel's Houſe"; Duretete vith 


Dur. [Reads.] 6 
T Rudeneſs was only a F- Humour, which I 
M have 2 ſo way ar ef of yur! my ſelf 2 


and willing to male a Reparation upon your 
ance to bs * FIN RR E. 


Mirabel, ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms itz 
then farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; 'tis my 
turn no to be upon the Sublime, I'll take her . I wars 


rant her. 
Enter Biſarre. 
15 1 * do you love me ! | 
__ Sir, you will pardon the Modeſty of 
= Of what? of DE Devil. Do you love 


me, I'fay. 


Biſ. Perhaps] I 
Dur. What? 
Biſ. Perhaps Ido not. 

Dur. Ha! abus d again! Death, Woman, | x TN 
Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, I do! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, ſtand there; 


and Ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood, and Soul were 


like to fly out at your Eyes Firſt, the direct Surprize 
{She looks Tull upon him.] Right; next the Deux yieux 
par oblique. © ¶ She gives him the ſide Glance.] Right; now 
depart, and languiſh. [She turns from him, and looks over 
her Shoulder.) Very well; now Sigh. [She Sig he.] Now 


drop your Fan a purpoſe, [She #rops her Ean-] - 2 


el * 
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take it up « Come ot as confeſs your Faults, ef not 
Jou à prou — ſay after m 

Biſ. Proud. 0 n Shay 

Dur. Impertinen © Os 
Biſ. Impertinent. 
Dur. Ridiculous. 
Bij. Ridiculous. 
Dur. Flurt. 

Biſ. Puppy. | 

Dur. Soons, Woman don't — me, we are alone, 
and Jou don't know but the Devil may tempt me to do you 
a Miſchief, ask my Pardon immediately. 

B I do, Sir, I only miſtook the Word. - 

Dur. Cry then, ha you got e er a Handkerchicf ? 

B/. Yes, Sir. 

Dur. any then, handſomly; cry like a Queen ina Tra 


gedy. | [She pretending to cry, burſts out a laughing, and 
Ke... enter two Ladies laughing. 
Bi/. Ha, ha, ha. 


Ladiesboth.) Ha, ha, a. 
Dur. Hell broke loſe upon me, and Al the Furies flutter d 


about my Ears! Betray d again 
Bi EZ That you are upon my i” Werd, my dear Captain; ba, 


* 


Nh. The Lord deliver me. 
1 Lady. What is this the mighty Man with the Bull-face 


that comes to frighten Ladies? I long to ſee him angry; 


come, begin. 
Dur. 5 Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow i in the 


World, 

2 Lady. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Manners 
the aukward Creature is lome Tinker's Trull in a Peri- 
wig. 


Bi. Come, Ladies, let's examine kim, . 
LP lay hold on . 


Dur. * The Devil you w 

* By: I'll lay my Life, Ca great Dairy-Maid in Man's 
hs. 

Dur. They will do t oo e, dear Chriſtian Women, 


Pray hear me. 
7 heqx 51. 


err K 


0 Py 


He Way: Fo i we 


Wil Wange Lady's Honour agiin? 
Dae If you N - wnith ap Hows 
our, Tadel rw in the World 

Biſ. Willyou Perf wade your Friend e * 

. | Dar. O, Ves, to be ſure. l 432 e 15 15 1 3 5 5440; 
1 And will you do the ſame by me? 
dum me if 1 do, if the Coaſt be cer: 


7 


{Revs on 
Bir Ha, ha, "ta, theViſt, Ladies, was critical for out 


Diverſion; ; we U go make an end of our Tea. I Ext. 


* 


2 e Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. ben tus | 


ru Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I. won't * 
wad al tho you ſend all the Biſhopsin Sore to perſuade me, 
ſhall never believe their Doctrine againſt their 

OA M. But will you diſobey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie xi 
kere, bound to 2. Wife, chain'd like a Monkey to make 
ſport to a Woman, ſubje& to her Whims, Humburs, 
Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have her one Da 
pleas'd, to Morrow peeviſh, the next Day mad, the 
rebellious; ; and nothing but this Succeſſion of [ mpertinence 
for Ages together. Be merciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh, 
ang Blood. | 
OM. But, Sir, aid not I bear all this, why ſhould not 

ou? 14"; 
g Air. Tben you think, that Marriage, like Treaſon, 
ſhould attaint 5 þ whole Body; pray conſider, Sir, is it rea» 
ſonablebecauſe you 7 5 8 our ſelf dovyn from one Story, 
that I: muſt cal my {ſelf headlong from the Garret Win- 
dow ? You wou d compel me to To State, which I haye 
heard you curſe your (elf, when my Mother and you have. 
battel d it fora whole Week together. 
Oli M. Never hut once, you Rogue, and that was when 
ſhe long d for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then ſhe was 
breeding of you, which thew'd what an e Dor » 
ſnhou d hayeof vou. 5 | 
Enter petit. 


Well Perit, how does the now ? 1 5 5 2 a 


Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos Ay, Mr. Mirabel,. youll 
beliey * I ſpeak truth, now, * I cenfels that I have 


— — 


- 


The Tito fant - Or. 


but Lies; our mefos 
kz e 


Bi Where ie wi guy f ** 11. oj d 
1 Victor LAT eat it 
is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Co nu ueſt, 
inhumane, barbarous Man! O, Sir, - [To the Old le- 
man.] .Your wretched Ward has found a tender 
of you, where her young Innocence expected — 
here ſhe has found her Ruin. 2 
+ O14 M. Ay, the fault is mine, for T believe that Rogue 
won't ts for fear of begetting ſuch a diſobedient 
Son as hit Father did. I have done all I can, Madami, and 
2ow can do more than run mad for Company. „ 
— Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 1 
Dug. Away! Revenge, Revenge. 
An M k N TRE; Sir 
. LO Wed bell him, 
Bobdraw. J L [Aſides 
Dug. Patience! The Comnd's Virtue, and the brave 
Man' s falling, when thus provok d Villain 
Mir. Your Sifter's Frenzy hall excuſe your Madneſs; 
and ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, Ill bear the Vil- 
lain from her Brother. Put up your Anger with the 
Sword; I have a Heart like yours, that ſwelisat an Affront 
receiv d, but melts at an Injury given; and if the lovely 
Ovinni's:Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, *twill find & part 
' withinthis Breaſt, perhaps as tender as a Brothers. 
Dung. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, en- 
Ae to femove it There, there, behold an Object 
that's infective; 1 cannot view her, but Tam as mad as ſhe : 
Enter Qriana mad, held by two Maids, who put her in a 
Chair.) A Siſter that my dying Parents left, with their 
Alk Werds and Bleſling, ro my Care. Siſter, deareſt * 
F Fo 
Dla M. Ay, poor Child, poor Chia, pee me? 
Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir h! oh my 
Heart! Were you never in Love, Kir Lady? And do you 
never dream of Flowers, and Gardens . 8. dream of 
Walking Fires, and tall 1 227 Take heed, it 
lt AAS: » 2 . 
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. 


meet my Love. Hey ho. Will not you tell me where 


bt » 


eie iu un di; 35 


Gomes now. What's that? Pray and away : 1 ne 
that Face ſure. How light my Head is. 
Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty even in Mad- 
neſs! theſe ſudden ſtarts of undigeſted Words ſhoottliro? 
my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the ſtudy's 


Ar Fw labour'd Eloquence—— Come, Madam try do repoſe 


a little. 
Ori. I cannot, for I muſt be up to go to Church, aud L 
muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo ſine to 


my Heartlies bury'd ? 

Mir. My ve Souli is touch d—— Your Hand, my Fair, 

Ori. How fand gentle you — Pil tell W l Tor- 
tune, Friend. 

Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me! f 

Ori. You have a flattering Face; but tis n one 
J warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes.— Ay; to be 
ſure, a Miſtreis for every Guinea in his Pocket Will you 
pray for me? I ſhalldie to DAT ACSI: 71 vill you ring f 
my Paſſing- Bell. 138755 

Mir. G Woman, Wan of Artifice created! whale 
Nature, even diſtracted, has a Cunning: In vain let Man 
his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's ' Madnc(5” 
over-rules his Reaſon. Do you know me injur'd Creature ? 
Ori. No,— but you ſhall be my intimate. Acquaintance 


in the Grave, [Weeps, 


Mir. O Tears I muſt believe you; ſure there's a kind of 


| Sy mpathy in Madneſs; for even I, obdurateas I am, do 
feel my Soul ſo toſs d with Storms of Paſlion, that I could 
cry for help as well as ſhe. _— - | Wipes bjs Eyes. 


Ori. What haye you loſt your Lover? 2008 Ju mock. 
me; ll go home and pray. © 
Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear meown my 
Love ſo loud, that I may call your Senſes to their Place, re- 
ſtore em to their charming happy Functions, and reinſtate 
my ſelf into your Favour. 
Biſ. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ; e 


hold her, her Fits grow ſtronger by her talking; don t 
trouble her, ſhe don t know you, Sir. 


E. 2 ola My 
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him for all that. „53 
6} or ate, Darctete. oO 
Dur. Where are you all! What the Devil! melancholyj 
and There! Are ye ſad, and ſucha ridiculous Subject, ſuch 
a very good Jeſt among you as Iam? 5 eee IIA 
Mir. Away with this Impertinence; this is no Place for 
Bagatel: I have murder'd my Honour, deſtroy'd a Lady, 
and my.defireof Reparation is come at length too late: See 
©. ; 
Dur. What ails her? 
Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad. | | 1 
Dur. Mad ! doſt wonder at that? By this Eight, they're 
all ſo ; they re cozening mad; they're brawling mad, 
_ they're proud mad; I juſt now came from a whole World. 
of mad Women, that had almoſt What, is ſhe dead? 
Min Dead! Heav'ns forbid. 
Dur. Heav'ns further it; for till they be as cold as a Key, 
there's no truſting them; you're never ſure that a Woman's 
in earneſt, till ſhe is naibd in her Coffin. Shall I talk to 
:  Bif: What's that to ycu, Sir. : 
Dur. Oons, Madam, are you there? Runs off. 
Mir. Away, thou wild Buffoon; how poor and mean 
this Humour now appears? His Follies and my own I here 
diſclim ; this Lady's Frenzy bas reſtor d my Senſes, and 
was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was, (before you all I ſpeak 
it,) ſhe ſnou d be mine, and as ſhe is, my Tears and Prayers 
ſhallwed her | | 
Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome Hours 
7 | 


Biſ. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to. go off; 
come, come, let's leave em. ¶ Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 
Ori. Oh, Sir. | | - 
Mir. Speak, my.charming Angel, if your dear Senſes 
have regain d their Order; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me with 
the News. TITTY i | 
Ori. Firſt, let mebleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that hap- 
py counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor d to my poor labour- 
ing Breaſt, the deareſt, beſt belov'd of Men. mY | 
ir. 


* ** * 7 4 OE 3 


205 


"The Way to win hints  47- 
Mir. Tune all, ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 


and carry round your ſpacious Orbs, the happy ſound of gf | ſ 


Oriana's Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was 
next to yours, is now in Tune again, the countertciting ; 
Fair has play d the Fool. SE : 

She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me: | | 

IT was ſo mad to pawn my Liberty:  _.. 1 - 

But now we both are well, and both are free. 

Ori. How, Sir, Free! 2 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite; wat, marry a Luna- 
tick! Look, my Dear, you have counterfeited Madneſs ſo 
very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play the Fool all 
your Lifelong —Here, Gentlemen. | 

Ori. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me. 1 
Mir. O' my Faith, but I will ; here, come in Gentle - 
men. A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's diſpoſſeſs d. 
the Devil's vaniſh'd.. ; : 
5 Enter Old. Mirabel and Dugard.. 

Old M. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs d? 

Mir. With the worſt of Dæmons, Sir, a Marriage- De- 
vil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz d, I pro- 
mis d my Endeavours to cure your Siſter; no mad Doctor 
in Chriſtendom could have done it more effectually. Take 
her into your Charge; and have a care ſne don't re apſe; if 
ſhe ſhould,. employ. me not again, for Jam no more infalli- 
ble than others of the Faculty; I do cure ſometimes. 

Ori. Vour Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove the 
greateſt Poiſon to my Health; for tho' my former Frenzy - 
Was but countefeit, I now ſhall run into a real Madneſs. 

[Exit Old Mir. after... 

Dug. This wasa turn beyond my Knowledge; I'm 1a : 
| confus'd, I know not how to reſent it. [ Exit. 

Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I ſcap'd? Was 
not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction? 

E nnter Duretete. | 
O my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom; no Lark, eſcap d. 
from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes with more 
diſmal Aprehenſion. N 
Dur. The matter, Man! RE | 

r. Marriage; Hanging; I was juſt at the Gallows- foot. 
2s E 3. rg nn the” 
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the running Nooſeabout 
from me.— Ohl ſha'n't 
Dur. Did not Itell you ſo? They are all alike, Saints or 
Devils; their counterfeiting can't be reputed a Deceit; for 
cis the Nature of the Sex, not their Contrivanee. 
Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living here with Security; this 
Houſe is fo full of Stratagem and Deſign, that I muſt a- 


my Neck, and the Cart wheeling 


Dur. With all my Heart, 1'll bear thee Company, my 


Tad; IH meet you at the Play; and we'll ſet out for Italy 
to-morrow Mornin 3 
Mir. A Match: T 
my Father preſent] . 
Dur. I'm afraid he ll ſtop you. 


Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his Settle- 
ment of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me! No, no, he 


has paſs d away his Authority with the Conveyance; the 
| = of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for the fake of the 
ing one. | 
| "W xt makes the World attend and croud the Great? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependance, make their State. 
Behold the Ante-chamber fill'd with Beaux, 
A Horſe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 

Tho' grumbling Subjects make the Crown their Sport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependance, even a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 


| ACT v. 
SCENE, The Street before the Play-houſe ; Mirabel and 
Duretete as coming from the Play. 


Dur. LTO w dye like this Play? 5 
| Mir. lik'd the Company; the Lady, the rich 


Beauty in the Front- box had my Attention: Theſe impu- 


dent Poets bring the Ladies together to ſupport them, and: 
do kill every bodyelſe, CY EAR ts #0 


_ 


my ſelf this Monthagain. 


go pay my Compliment of leave to: 


aa ACCU ,n A a - + & 


fans wand ”"_ 0, ws pond 
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The Way to win him. E 
Dr Death upon the Stage tho Ladies ery, © 
But ne er mind us that in the Audience die: 
The Poets Hero ſhould not move their Pan, 
But they ſhou d weep 8 thoſe their Eyes have ſſain. 
Dur. Heity, toity ; did Phyllisinfpire you with all this? 
Mir. Ten. times more: the Play-honiſe is the Element 
of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty; the Ladies, me- 
thinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant Air in the Boxes 
than any where elſe, they fit commanding on their Thrones 
with all their Subject-ſlaves about them: Their beſt. 
Clothes, beſt 'Looks, ſhining Jewels, ſparkling s the 
Treaſure of the World ina Ring. Then there's ſuch a hur - 
ry of Pleaſure to tranſport us; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallan- 
try, Equipage, Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, 
 Ogles, Love, Muſick, and Applauſe. I cou'd wiſh that my 
whole Lifelong were the firft Night of a new-Play. 
Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey; have 
you beſpoke Poſt-Horſes ? | 
Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one to diſ- 
cover the Lady, one to unfold my ſelf, and one to make 
me happy; and then 'm yours to the World's end. 
Dur. Haſt thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf a La- 
dy of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſnort a time? 
Mi-. Yes, Sir I have a confident Addreſs, no diſagres 
able Perſon, and five hundred Lewidores inany Pocket. 
Dur. Five hundred Lewidores! Tou ant mad? . - 
Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of her 
black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as her Head. 
I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, and the living 
Jewels out-ſparkled the dead ones by a Million. | 
Dur. But you have own'd to me, that abating Orianas 
Pretenſions to Marriage, you .lov'd her paſſionately, then. 
how can you wander at this rate? | | 
Mir. I long' d for a Partridge t other Day off the King's 
Plate, but d ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have it, I muił 
eat nothing. * 
Dur, Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remember 
what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
Strangers; you forget your Leap out of the Curtaans 
REEF 
4 2 ö 4 ** 


3 


Mir. My Ring'sa Trifle, there's nothi $'COM- 
rable to what we defire—be ſhy ning vo pole barefacY in in 


e Front-Box witha — Pound in Jewels about * 5 
Neck! For ſhame, no more. f 
Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with # Letter: 
Ori. Is your Name Mirabel Sir? 
Mir. Les, Sir. | 8 
Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picardy. | 


[Gives the Lett 7. 
Mir. [Reads F | 


HE i earer is the Son of A Proteflanr degli, who 
fying for his Religion, left me the Charge of this Youth | 
[a pretty Boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome Service that may 
rd him Opportuniiy of Improvement, your Care of him 
will oblige - ours. 
Hast a mind to travel, Child? | 
Ori. *Tis my Deſire, Sir; I ſhould bepleas'd- to __ a | 

Traveller inany Capacity. | 

Mir. A hopeful inclination; you ſhall n with mo in- 
te Italy, as my Page. 

Dur. I don't think it ſafe; the Rogue's | Noiſe without] | 


too handilome— The Play's done, — of the Ladics 
come this way. 
Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page. | 
Mir. Duretete, the very dear, identical She. | . 
Dur. And what then? | 


Mir. Why tis ſhe. 
. Dur. And what then, Sir? 

Mir. Then! Why. Look e, Sirrah, the firſt piece of | 
Service I putupon you, isto follow that Lady's Coach, and 
bring me ward where ſhe lives. [To Oriana. 

Ori. I don't know the Toven, Sir, and am afraid of lo- 
ſine my ſelf. | 
Mir. Pſhaw ! 
Lam. Page, what's become of all my People 5 f 
Page. I can't tell, Madam, can ſee no ſign of your La- 
dyſſiip's Coach. 
Lam. That Fellow is got into his old 8 and . : 
drunk ſomewhere; none of the Footmea there? 


Ae. Nat One, Madam. . ae Bs 


- 


# 4 


OS 


The Way to win hins; 51 
Pars»: TheſeServantsare the Plague of our Lives, what 
o? ; 
Mir. By all my Hopes Fortune pimps for me toe Da 
a retere for a piece of Gallantry. 
Dur. W you won'tſure ? + 
Mir. Wen't, Brute! Letnot your Semen dias 
dam, put Y qur Ladyſhip to any Inconvenience, for you 
can't be diſappointed of an Equipage whilſt mine waits be- 
low, and wou d you honour the Maſter ſo far, hewou'dbe 
proud to pay his Attendance... 


Dur. Ay, to be lure. | Aſide. 
Lam. Sir, I won't prefume to be troubleſorae, or my 
Habitation is a great way off. 


Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little en 4. be- 
ſides Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, 

Mir. Rude Beaſt, be quiet! [ Io Duretete.] The farther 
from home, Madam, the more. Occaſion you have for 
Guard — pray, Madam | 

Lam. Lard, Sir. — He ſeems to preſs, ſhe to decline it 

in dumb ſnewmw. 

Dur. Ah! The Devil's. in his Impudence 3. now he 
wheedles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatrers, ſhe ſimpers; he ſwears, 
the believes; he's a Rogue, and ſhe's a W-— ina Moment. 

Mir. Without there, my Coach; Durezete, wiſh mo 
Joy. [Hands the Lady out. 

Dur, Wiſh y you a Surgeon! n! Here you little Picard, ga 
follow your Maſter, Ulead you—. 

Or:. Whither, Sir ? = 

Dur. To, the Academy, Child : tis the Faſhion th. 
Men of Quality to teach their Pages their Exerciſes go. 

Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Waomanmay Ke 
do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Pages, do you ſtart up to give 
Laws of a {udden ; do you pretend to riſe at Court, and 
diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters: Look e, Sirrah, 
if ever you wou'd riſe by a great Man, be ſure to be with 
him in his little Actions, and, as a ſtep to your Advance- 
ment, follow your Maſter immediately, and make it your 
Hope that he go to a Bawdy-Houſe, | 
dri. Heay'ns forbid. | | | [Exiss. 

3 Dm 
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HDur. eee be 1 in Com 
che Hangman, than a Coach with chat Woman © Wl 
ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe Cockteives; 4 
9 to me is Averſion 
a Breaſt of Mutton, the ſqueeling of Children, the grind: 
* Knives, and the Snuff of a Candle. 
SCENE, a handſom Apartment. 
Enter Mirabel and 2 | 
- Lam. To convince me, Sir, that your Service was ſome⸗ 
thing more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out an Hour 
of your Company upon my Deſire, as you have already 
upon my Neceſſity. 
Mir. Your Deſire, Madam, has only deere my Re- 
queſt; my Hours! Make em yours, eleven, twelve, 
one, 1 three, and all that belong to thoſe happy Mi- 


++ ou But I muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your Re- 


tinue, becauſe an Equipage at-my Door, at this time of 
Night willnot be conſiſtent with my Reputation. 
Air. By all means, Madam, all but one little Boy—Here; 
. Page, order my Coach and Servants home, and do you ftay ; 
Tisa Country Boy, that knows nothing but Innocence. 
Lam. Innocence, Sir! I ſhou'd be ſorry if nn any 
Kniſter Conſtructions of my Freedom. 
Mir. O Madam, I muſt „ toremark upon any 
| body 'sFreedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my own. 
Law. Well, Sir, twere convenient towards our eaſy 
Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence of 
each other, by a mutual Declaration of what we are, and 
what we chink of one another... Now, Sir, what are you ? 
Mir. In three Words, Madam, I am a Gentleman, I 
have ſive hundred Pound in my Pocket, and a clean Shirt on. 
Lam. And your Name is 
- Mir. Muftapha—Now, Madam, the Inventory of your 
Fortunes. 
Lam. My Name is Lamorce; my Birth Noble; I was 
marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, i imperious Fellow 3 
Husband {; oiled the « Gentleman; crying ruin'd my 
Face, till at IT I took heart, leap'd out of a Window, got 
nE. to my Friends, ſu'd my 2 and ang 
or- 


— 


— 
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Nel 


Averſion, a Cheeſe, aCat, 


PE r M& 8 1 2 


- The nin bin. 53 
Fortune liv@from fifteen to twenty topleaſe a Husb: 
trom twenty to forty: Em reſolv d c. er and 
from thence Ill humour the Word- 
__ 1 ming wild Notes of a Bird broke out of 
its Cage! 
| Lam. I mark d you at the and ſomet Lav of 
well-furniſh'd, ir} rv —.— Tour mocking 16 Me⸗ 
thought your Eyes their mannerly Demands w¾ith 
fuch an arch Modeſty; that i don't know how. but Im 
elop d. Ha, ha, ha, Im elop d. 
Ni, Ha, R, Da eee ee 
my Heart. 
15 O, now I think ont, Mr. 7 * 
got the nn ee believe it e 
pray let me ſee it. | 
Mir. Hum! Ves, Madam, TY tis right—but, but. 
but, it was given me by m Mother, an old Farally-Rivg, 
Madam, an old faſhion'd Fachily-Ring.” SO art aut! 
Lam. Ay, Sir —if' youcanjentertain-your ſel with a 
Song for 2 Moment Il wait on you, come in 1 
| Ze Singens. 7 SORE 
Call what you pleaſe, Sr... 16 
| . The new 3 Phyllis, G0. 8 


OY de s 821 wines been Ser a 
mour when I was born. Ay, this Night ſhou'd' Thread 
a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſnou d like wall 
but what ſhou d Thaveto-morrow'/Night? The fame. 
what next Night? the fame; and what next Night? the 
very ſame: Scop for Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for 
Supper, and Soop for Breakfaſt again—but en 


T love the Fair who freely gives her Heart, 0 Wan 

That's mine by Ties of Nature, net of irt: 41 
Who boldly ownrwhat#er her Thoughts alles; 291792 
And is too modeſt for a Hypocrite. * 
kues ppears at the Door, as he runs towardi her four 
Bravoes ſtep in before her. He ſtarts bac. 


She comes, ſhe comes. Hum, hum Bitch Mar- 
der d. murder d to be ſure! The eurſed 2 To 


be e Or, : 
my Servants no Body near me? 


make me ſend away 
Theſe Cutethroate alway 
do? Ihave but one]. 21 d 


Ations, Madam 


Lam. Les, Sir. 
Air. Gentlemen, your moſt humble Servant; sir your 


moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart; your moſt 


bedient come, Gentlemen, [Salutes all round. 


34 eee der al Lady, Fray 


kl 
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My Low. Well, Sir, and how dye lle my Friends? 


[ They all (ct. 
a Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gn 1 Lo 


ever more happy in 1 TP 
ſe, Sir, you h = travel d? 


„1B. Yes, Sir. | F110 + ee 
- Aire Which way? may cer, 15 
| 1 Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, Sir. Ane 
N Ha, ha, b. ver 7 "_ 3 elde pretty Gen- 
an 11355 7; | 


Lam. Ha, 1 ha; Sir, you aye got the prettieſt Ring 
upon your Finger there 
Mir. Ah! Madam, tis at your Service with all my Heart. 
[Offering the Ring. 
Tam. By no means, Sir, a Family-Ring! [Takes it. 
Mir. No matter, Madam. - Seven hundred Pound, by 
this Light. 3 3891 73-3 . 
4 Bra. Pray, Sir, Wes a Clock. 
Mir. Hum! Sir, I forgot my Watchat W 
2 Bra. Ithought I —— the String of it juſt now. 
Mir. 1 Sir, I beg your Pardon, here it is 
but itdon't | [Putting it up. 
Lam. O dear Sir, anEngliſh Watch! Tumpion 8,1 preſume. 
Mir. Dye like it, Madam no Ceremony tis at your 
Service with all my Heart eee, SY Hong 


YE, 


and Make of your Sword-hilt. 
Mir. Im mighty glad you like it, Sir. rm, 
© 6 B20. Wil you part with it, Sir. | * 5 
5 5 


— 4 


s make ſure Work. What ſhalb! 


++ Bre. But, Sir, above all things; I admire the Kilb 5 


ns 4 ad 
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The Wy es hi — 


Mir, Sir I won t ſell it. 4 
' x Bra. Not ſell it, Sir! 


Mir, No, — uren itwith 
1 — 


1 Bra. O Sir, enn 
Mir. That you do I'll be tworn. [Aſide 
other at . yo pray, Sir Gentlemen you 
have any thin elſe that you fancy 7. — Sir, will yverdo 
me a Favour ? ¶ Tothe. — Iam extremely m love 
with that Wig which you wear, will ou dome the Fayour 
to change with me? ee DOPING 
1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, chisioa Family wig, and I out 
not part with it, but if you like it—— + 
Mir. Sir your moſt humbic Servant. 1 
[They change Wer 
1 Bra. Madam, your your mothumble 1 5 . 
Goes up foppiſhiy to the | ſalutes | 
2 Bra. The peldw 's 1.5 2 him! 
1 Brav. What: — — us all! And I to 
lofe my Wig; no, no, I want but a handſome Pretenee to 
quarrel wit him, for you know we muſt act like Gentle- 
men. Here, ſome Wine [Mine fers. Sir, 
Health. _ Falls Mirabel che Ne. 
Mir, Oh!. Sir. your moſt humble Servant; a | 
Frollck enough, to drink a Man's Health, 75 him by 
the Noſe; Ba, ba, ha, the Pleaſanteſt N - 20e 
Gentleman. * 
Lam. Help nn to a Glaſs. {Mir. drinks 
1 Bra. How d' ye like the Wine, Sir? | 
Mir. Very o the kind, Sir: be Fed poutwetings I find 
wie re all inclin'd to be frolick ſome, and Tgad; for my own 
part, I was never more diſpoſed to be ; let's maken 
Night on't hal This Wine is pretty, but 1 ve ſuck Bur- 
gundy at home. Look'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for a 
dozen Flasks of my Burgundy, I defic France to match 
it— Twill make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gentlemen. 
2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Burgundy! 7 
1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; here, call 
up the Gentleman i Servant What think you Tues” 


2 * 5 


errs. . 1 
F | Law: 


—— 


1 MPTP 


. | pigs, Yes, yes, Cs fooliſh Tan 
Sir, he underſtands nothing but Innocence. toy | 
Vt Mer. 1 A. Madam. Here, P age, bree Or ana. j- 
takethis Key, _—— my Butler, e nd 
a dozen Flacks of the red Burgundy, par a thouſand; 
and be fure make haſte, I long! to entertain =y nn here, 
m very good Friends. : 
- © Omnes. Ah, dear, Sir! 0 
5 Bra. Here Child, take a Glaſs of Wine our Maſter 
and I have chang d Wigs, Honey, in a Frolicæ Where 
2 you this pretty Boy, honeſt M uſtaphat 
Ori. Muſta pha 
Mi. Out of Picardy— this is the firſt Errand he has 
ma for me, and if ke does it right I'll encourage him. 
Ori. The red Bargundy, Sir? 
. The red, mark d a thouſand, and be ſure you make 
Rn 
Ori. 1 ſhall, Sir. i  [Bxix. 
1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas d to like my Wig, have you 
any Fancy for my Coat Look'e, Sir, it has ſer yd a 
t many honeſt Gentlemen very faithfully. _ 
Mir. Not ſo faithfully, for l' m afraid it bas got a ſcurvy 
114 of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſſity. The Inſo- 
- lence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. [dice 
. Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. . 
1: Mir. Only concern d, Madam, that I ſhou'd have no Ser- 
vant here but this little Boy—he ell make ſome confounded 
- .» Blunder, IIIlay my Life on t, I wou d not be diſappointed 
ol my Wine for the Univerſe. 
Lu. He Il do well enough, Sir; but Supper's ready, wil 
you pleaſe to eata Bit. Sir? 
—_— O Madam, I never had 2 better Stomach in my 
"a | 
Lam. Come then, — we have nothing but a Plate of 
-  $0op. 5 
Mir. Ah! The Marriage Soop I cou'd diſpenſe with 
now. [ 4/ide } Exit, handing the Lady. 
_ © 2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. | 
-. | 1B 4. No, no,we'lllettle that after * meu 
| Ae the enden ſta ear it. 


2 Bray | 
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5 '2 Brs. Shallwedi Wa: 1 


3 Bra. To be ſure, Ithink he knows me. 3 


1 Bra. Ay. ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder 5065 
Impudence o the Engliſh Ro that will hazard the 
meeting a Man at the Bar that they have encounter d upon 
the Road! I ha'n'tthe — to looka Man in the Face 
Arie e ** an injury, * "wy murder 
him. Bæxteim. 

SCEN E 2 „ 70 Old Mirabel' + Houſe. 


Enter Duretete. 

Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, Ihave. abandon'd my 
Miſtreſs, my timelies heavy on my Hands, and my. Money 
burns in my Pocket. But now I think on't, my Myrmi- 
dons are upon Duty to Night; 1'l fairly ſtrole down. to the 
Guard, and nod away the Night with my honeſt Lieute- 
nant over a Flask of Wine, a Rakehelly Story and a Pipe of 


Tobacco. en 4. Bil. — * 
Bi. Who comes there? ſtand! + 


Dur. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd | 
B.. Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to . 
I deſign to wait on you as far as Italy. f 

Dur. Then Ill travel into Wales. : 

Bif. Wales! What Country's that? Fe. 

Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, eee 
out 1 the way, 'caufe there's no ſuch thing as a High- 
Roa 

Biſ. Rather always in a High-road, cauſe you travel all 
upon Hills; but be't as it will, Plljog along with. _ 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaſi-Indies. 9 ** #1 

. Bif. Eaſt or Weſt, tis allone to me; Tm tight and 
and the fitter for Giling 1225 m9 ol. 

Dur. But ſuppoſe we — * thro! Germany, and drink 

| Bi. Suppoſe I take thro? Germany, and drink harder ti 


"Dor Suppoſe I go to a Baudy-houſe. 


- 


ae I ſhow you he way. _ 
l Woman, ei hel gotothe Gur Guud with 
ws nor {moak a — 2 | 


| > \i Y | 
F > Day. 
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Dur: The Devil's — hg 


* 
BY. Therel'lleaveyou. 
8 1 7 riddance, the r= welcome. 
Hold. ir, arches Arm gong: 
38 word before we 1 17 , 
Dar. Let me go, Madam. —or 1 call think that youre 
a Man; and perhaps may examine you. 
Bi. Stir if you dare; I have till, Spirits to attend a; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of Fairies as ſhall puniſh you to 
death—Come, Sir, ſtand there now and ogle me; [ He frowns 


upon hey.] Now a lan Fiter.(Ho runs He groans. ] Now run 


and take my Fan, — e runs aud takes! ir up.] Now , 
Pax with ĩt 
Dar. Ay, [He tears it alli in Pieces. 


© Bif. if. Hold; Tu dear . s Coxcomb; Captain, 
wy 2 and III. Why, you rude, inhumane Mon- 


„don t to pay for this? 
Dor. Ye. , there's Twelve Pence; for that is 
the price ont. : 
* Sir, it coſt a es, 


Dur. Well, Madam, you ſhall have the Sticks again. 
[Throws them to her, and Exit. 
Bi: Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous, below my Concern. I muſt 
- follow him however, to know if he can give me any 
Nervs of Oriana. Exit. 
5 SCENE changes to Lamorce 'sLodgings. 
2:5 4071 Enter Mirabel ſolus. 
ht Mr. Blood y HelLhounds I over-heard you : 8 
two Hours ago t , icing—— Mirabe 
„e did u yk. 4 in a 1 . Proſpect of a 
g Scene of Years ? Lie courted me with all the Charms 
* gour, Youth, and Fortune; and to be torn away from 
os 21's 15 > fromiled Joys, is more than Death, the manner too, 
* . Villains. O my Oriana, this very Moment might have 
bleſs d me in thy Arins and my poor Boy, the inno- 
cen }__ Confufion.—-But huſh, they come; 1 muſt 
af Sb a. No Neves of m Wine, Gentlemen? 


Enter the four Bravoes. 


I Bra. No, Sir, [ * your r bas loſt 


e him- 


* 


The Way to win hin, 


bimſels, — ative... AH 
you 'reapleaſant Gentleman, m — 


* Sir, 1 may go near togueſs at your Eng 
you, Sir, are a 3 1 _—_ a ow 
a Scrivener, you a Stock- Cut-throats, 2 Gad. 
= ide. 

4 Bra. Sir, Tam a Broken. Officer; I was caſhier'd a 
Head of the Army for a Coward: S0 para F 
of Murder to retrieve the Reputation of m my Courage 

3. Bra. Iam a Soldier too, and wou d e mj Kigg - 
but I don't like the Quarrel, and I have more honour than: 

to fight in a bad Cauſe. 

2 Bra. I was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eſtate, but 

Tmuſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro the Prejudice+ 
of Education. 

1 Bra. Iama Ruffian too; by the Prejudice of Educa 
tion, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your Wine 
had come, we might have trifled a little longer Come, 
Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, Sir? 


2 Bra. Or mine? | | . | 
3 Bra. Or mine? hh drawss: 2 
4 Bra. Or mine? draws © 


Mir. I ſcornto beg my Life; but tobe butcher'd thus? 
O'there's the Wine =—this Moment for e * 


Life or Death. 
Eurer Oriana. 


Loſt, for ever loſt ! Where's the Wine, Chia? [fineh: 
Ori. Coming up, Sir. [Sramps.]' 

Enter Duretete with his Sword _ and. ſir of the grand 
Muſqueteers with their Pieces preſented, the 4 27 


{ their Swords. [Oriana goes o 

Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Plea» 
ſure, Fortune, Daysand Years, are now my OWN again. — 
Ah, my dear Friends, did not | tell you this Wine wou d 
make — merry! Dear Captain, theſe Gentlemen are 


the . witty Creatures, that ever you” 
| Enter 7 | ee 
Tam. Iithe Wine tome, Sir 


* 
8 
r : — 
* — . o 
_ * 
h 12 2 A n 
1 3 


$34 


A Obko! ® isit 10 ie Hay ee Bet Poithd; 

heul rt welcome home again, with all my Heart Ad's my 
Mife, Madam, you have got ah as there! 
*Tompion's, | preſume. | 

Lam. Sir, you may wear it, obs dong png 

_ Air. ©, Madam, by pe Ws Ar tes mu Rob 
ETakin i om e Seed Time, hu 


-Youofall' 

-aprediousthing. ad I have retriev'd thee. [Putting 
dt up.] 7 2 neglected all this while ! Gentle 
men, you'll Cent bee tothe Lady. Hoy 


now-—S it Gel to Sou of humour at my Entertain- 
ment. and I ſo pleaſed with yours? ? Captain, y ou're ſur- 
*priz.datall this! ut we” re in our Frolicks, yournuſt know. 


Enter Servant vab Wine. F 
"Cares, Ca Ptain, this warthy Gentleman's Health,” N 
| [Tweaks the firſt Bravo by tbe Noſe, he roars. 
But now, where,—where s.my dear. Deliverer, my Box, 
my charming Bo 
3 ee Thope pe fore of our Creme below-ſtairs have diſ- 
- Air. Villain, what fy't thou ? diſpatchid'! 1 bade 
Je all toltur d. rack d, torn to Pieces alive, if you have: 
touch'd my Boy. Here Page! Page! Page! ¶ Runs out. 
Dur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe Fellows. 
1 Bra. Yes, Sir, Len prarbepoe ara be: 
very civil to us. 
Dur. No for you, Madam; He, he, he,. I'm ſo 
ens d to think that I ſhall be en de of one Woman be- 
dre I die Well, Miſtreſs Snapedragon, which of theſt 
honourable Gentlemen is ſo happy to call you Wife? 
1 BV. Sir, the ſhou'd have been mine to-night, cauſe 
("hah — Sir, ſhe's very true to u 
=” 
Dur Take! em to Tae Ihe Guards carry, of 
9 |; bi. tit Bravoes. * | 
4 of \ : . N 


— » 


uss Old Babel Degen man-, n 
0/31. Robin, Robin, vrhere's Bob ? where's my Bay ? 
What, is this the Lady, a pretty Whore, faith! Hearkle 
Child, becauſe my Son was to civilas to abüge you with a 
r 
A — 2 
Fe NS 
Dus: Nolefs becomes her Quali 
Biſ. Faogh! the Monſter! Ws 7 
Dur. Monſter! ay, you'realla line monſtrous, et me 
tell ou. _ Enzer Mirabel. fin <5; 
Sia M. Ah, my dear Bob, atthon ſafe, Man:? | 
3 No, * bir, nn the Saver of my Liſe is 
Old M. No, no, he came and * 0 us the News. 
Mir. But where is he #—-{ Enter Oriana ] Ha! [Reps 
= page — M —— vr hat ſhall Edo tos 
| our ruſt. — Fark, Friends, Gemlemed, | 


3 behold 1d the 12 that has reliev d me fromthe moſt i 
minious Death, fram the ſcandalous Poiniards of theſe 
dy Ryuffians, where to have fall'n, would have defam d my: 
Memory with vile — ie My Life, Eſtate, m 
all, is due to fuch a Favout._ Command me, C 
before youall, beforemy late, fo Kind — Sree, £ 
wear, tograntwhateer you ask. 
ori. To the fame Stars indulgent navy to me, T will ap- 
pealas to the Juſtice of my Claim. I ſball demand but t 


was mine before the juſt Performance of your Con; 


tract to Oriana. [DjGovermg he fl. 
Om. Oriana ! | 
Ori. In this Diſp 1 1 reſolv'd' to follow you. abngad, 


eounterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service; 
and ſo, by this ſtrange turn of Fate, became the Laſten- 
ment of your Preſervation; few common Servants wou d 
have had ſuch cunning: My Love inſpir d me: qviththe: 
meaning of your Meſlage, cauſe my Concern for uc Safe 
28 made 13 our e e S 
Mirabel, | hn recaug 
E « Caught! I cm derbe of Impolition; the * 5 


2 


+4 P- $7 
* ROY 


f 
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1 . The Ionen: Or 
Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have deſpis'd, and 
broke thro'all Contrivance. Caught! No, tis oy volun- 
tary Act; this was no human Stratagem, — my provi 
dential Stars, deſign d to —— ring Tok 
incurs by the purſuit of anualawful I — to pl 
| in the Snares of Vice, a wa, e 51 
Hands of Virtue; here on my Knees, I humbl 
fair Preſerver's Pardon; my P alle, fer > yard 
ſelf Iown. And now for ever do proteſt me yours. _ 
ola M. Tall, all di dall, Sings. ] Kiſs me Dau | 
: ou ſhall kiſs me firſt; [To Lamorce.] For you're the 
Caul. ont. Well, Biſarre, what {ay you to the Captain? 
B., 1 like the Beaſt well enough, but I don't underſtand. 
his Paces fb well as to venture — Road. 
oM. But Marriage is ſo beaten a Path err camt 
o wrong 
, 8 - Bif. 4 "tis ſobeaterthat the Way is ſpoib d. 
Dur. There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy Hus- 
band. Feou'd:marry thee to-day for the Privilege of beat- 
| ing thee to-morrow. 
du M. Come, come, you may agree for all this: Mr. 
b. ger. are not you pleas d withthis? 

Dug. So pleas d, that if L thought it might ſecure your 
Son's Affection to my Siſter, I wou'd double her Fortune. 
mr. Fortune! has not ſhe given me mine? my Life. 

Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous ſelfVir- 
tue, in this ſo advantagious Light, has her own. 22 
' Charms, more tempting far than glittering Gold or Glory. 
. —_— the Foil [Pointing to Lamorce.] thatdets this Bright- 

To Oriana.] Here view the Pride [To Oriana.] 

of the 2 [To Lam. ] There [To Lam. ] the 

Fae Meteor; whoſe ding Li leads Mankind to De- 
ſtruction. Here [Tv Oriana } the bright ſhining Star that 

* a Security of Happineſs, a 5 — and a ſingle 

he [ To Oriana.] — our ft Father's Bliſs the Temprer 


; e and to wander was his Curſe. 
What J iberty can be ſo egg ere, [To Lam. 
E ht, eb 5 Vi hs dage here? [To Oriana. 
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2 5 5 7 Fi 
ince, Catia, tis not in our Power _ . 
IJ To tell bow long our Lives 
egin to love this very Hour, 2 
Tow * much in whas is paſt WT 


f * 


For - Jos obo pow'r we ie all obey, a 
Has in your Breaft my Heart ef 
Let me my Body to it lay, _ 

In vain yeu d part you Nature rejoin, 
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Fg M Fletcher's Original, to Day 
Me took the Hin: of this aur modern Play: 
Our Author, from his Lines, has ftrove to pains 
Awitty, wild, dle Gallant; 

8 


"With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 


With Language, and with Softneſs fram'd to move, 
Withlittle Truth, but with a of Love. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning-Slumbers wait, 
When Fancy firſt inſtructs their Hearts to beat, 


rom not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers may © 
Reach your cold Hearts by ſome unguarded way; 
Let Villeroy Misfortune make you wiſe, 

There's Danger ſtill in Darkneſs and Surprize; 
Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 

Prince Eugene found an Aquedutt below. 

With eaß Freedom, and a gay Addrefs, 


57105 Lover ſeldom wants Succeſs: 
| Whit Reſpeciful, Like the Greek, fits down, 


And waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town. 
For her omm ſake, let no forſaken Maid, © 


-» OurWanderer, for want of Love, upbraid. + 
Since tis @ Secret, none ſhou'd e er confeſs, 


4 2 
ad . 


That they have loſt the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 

If you ſisſpect the Rogue inclin d to break, | 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn d him off a Week; 
As Princes, when they reſty States-men doubt, 


h — thy canſurrender, turn em out. 


ate er you think, grave Uſes may be made, 


And much, even for Inconſtancy be ſaid. ' 


Let the good Man for Marriage-Rites deſign'd, 
With ſtudious Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Turn over every Page of Wamankind. 

Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings vary, 


And, when he knows the worſt "im let him marry. 
| | 
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When firſt they wiſh, and ſigh for what they know not yet. 


Dame s- ſtreet. 


POEMS. © 
Loa RamsaY's Works. 
Hoop-petticoat. + 
Lord _ s Poems. 

' Pomfret's Poems, To which'| 
are added, Poems by Mr. 
Tickell. *Y 5 

Major Pack ellames. 

rh 2 1 is added 
Rural Sports, by Mr. Gay. 

I 

Steel's Chriſtian Hero. 
AMaſter- Rey to Popery, in 3 
Pol. 

COME DIE pp 


The Rehearſal. 

The Drummer. 

The Man of Mode. 

Eſop, with the Second Part. 

The Provoł d Wife. 

The Relapſe. 

The Tender Husband. 

The Funeral, 

The Lying Lover. 

The Conſcious Lovers. 

The Artful Husband. 

The Fortune-Hunters. 

The Gameſter. | 

The Wonder : A Woman keeps 
a Secret, 

The Amorous Widow. 

TheConſtant Couple. 

The Boarding-School. 

The Northern Laſs. 

Love's laft Shift. 
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